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Nothing can ruin a man’s business
chances more surely than loss of hear-
ing. People get the idea that you are
growing stupid, slow-witted and old
—ready for ““the shelf.”

But I stubbornly fought the idea of wear-
ing a hearing aid. I rebelled against that
unsightly “‘button in the ear”—against dan-
gling battery wires and clumsy battery
packs. ;

Then a little book fell into my hands and
changed my whole life overnight. The
book told how the new Beltone Phanto-
mold actually hides deafness —how a tiny,
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... until | discovered this

New Electronic
Way to Hear!

one-unit Beltone recaptures hearing a total-
ly different way thru the miracle of modern
electronics. And NO BUTTON IN THE
EAR!

Today I can hear clearly again—even
faintest whispers. No more office-mistakes
and misunderstandings because I “couldn’t
hear.” Thanks to the new Beltone, I can
again hold my own with @nyone—in busi-
ness or anywhere else!

If you are hard-of-hearing, don’t resign
yourself to the handicaps that deafness
brings. Send for the valuable FREE book
on what Beltone is doing for the deaf!
No cost, no obligation. Do it now!

Mail For Free Book on DEAFNESS'!

I Beltone Hearing Aid Co., Dept. PFG-1 l
| 1450 W. 19th St., Chicago 8, Ill. I
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Liberty said on this subject:

“There is more voom for wewcomers in the writing field
today than ever before. Some of the greatest of writing
men and women hove passed from the scene in recent
years. Who will take their places? Who will be the new
Robert W. Chambers, Edgar Wallace, Rudyard Kipling?
Fame, riches and the happiness of achievement await the
new men and women of power.”

Becomes Sports Editor After
Only 5 Months Training

“I am now Sports Editor of our
local daily newspaper. I started at
8150 o month salary to increase $25
every siz months until I am making
8225 a month. This, with only five
months of the course. Who knows
where 1 will be by the time I finish
N.L.A. training?’—Harold R. Zim-
mer, Fullertan, California.
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you see new progress. In a matter
of months you can acquire the
coveted ‘“professional” touech. Then
you're ready for market with greatly
improved chances of making sales.

Mail the Coupon Now

But the first step is to take the Writ-
ing Aptitude Test. It requires but a
few minutes costs -nothing. So
mail the coupon now. Make the first
move towards the most enjoyable and
profitable occupation — writing for
publication! Newspaper Institute of
rica, One Park Avenue, New
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CORNER

FANDOM'S

Conducted by James V. Taurasi

HE SEVENTH World Science
Fiction Convention—the “Cinven-
tion” held over the Labor Day holi-
days in Cincinnati, was the most success-
ful yet, fans agree. For three days, fan-
dom sat back and enjoyed speeches, an-
nouncements and information supplied by
known authors, editors and the plain fans.
Such scientifiction personalities as E. E.
(Skylark). Smith ; Ted Carnell, who came
all the way from England ; Milt Rothman;
Lester Del Rey; Basil Wells; L. A, Esh-
bach; Forrest J. Ackerman ; Bob Tucker;
Sam Moskowitz; V. T. Hamlin, creator
of Alley Oop; Jack Williamson; Rog
Phillips; L. Jerome Stanton; Fred Pohl,
and many others were present.
Over television station WLWT, with

Dave Kyle as M.C., a number of authors,

editors and fans held a serious discussion
of science-fiction—a symptom of the great-
er recognition by the general public being
accorded science-fiction and its devotees.
As usual the auction was one of the most
interesting features of the convention.
Many items donated by the publishers of
professional magazines and stf. books
(Continued on page 123)
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OUTPOST
INFINITY

Sebastian switched on the

transmitter, and from the

depths of the equipment

came the sounds of snap-

ping relays and heavy

plungers being driven
home. . ..

Adrift in the terrible grayness beyond the universe, the passengers
and crew of the Tantalus Express waited hopelessly for death . . .
while Mayhew, the only man who could aid them, plunged ever
deeper into the multiplying coils of outer darkness—where every
road leads away from safe, normal Earth, toward—Outpost Infinity!



A Novel by RAYMOND F. JONES

In the Raft, Mayhew

waved reassuringly. ...

CHAPTER ONE
Beyond the Alephs

HE FLOOD of light within the
Central Operations room of Trans-
Astra fought back the night that
pressed against the windows. To Sebas-
tian it seemed as if all the black terror of

the infinities were washing down, tearing’
at the Terminal to uproot that symbol of
man’s daring.

He shook himself and moved away
from the black squares of the windows

9
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overlooking the darkened city. Inside, the
blaze of light was warm and comforting.
And now the communications panel was
brightening in response to his call to
Tantalus. Peters, the Tantalus operator,
appeared on the screen.

“Where's the Express?™ Jack de-
manded. “Can’t it ever leave on time?
Did you let some dame who'd forgotten
her poodle hold up the whole ship?”

Peters’ face whitened, and for a mo-
ment he was unable to speak. “The Ex-
peess left six minutes ago. Hasn’t it—?”

The Operations Room seemed suddenly
still. So this was it, Sebastian thought.

He glanced out again towards the
ominous blackness of night that hovered
over the Terminal. On the opposite side
of the building he could see the vast land-
ing area—still empty.

Compensation, he thought. You can't
forever send ships out into the utter un-
known and dlways fish them back. There'll
be losses until you know fust where those
ships are going. Of course, Mayhew and
the other high-powéred physicists called
such fears ignorant superstition. Sebas-
tian was well grounded in theory, and
only Carl Mayhew was a better technician
than he, but he had always been haunted
by the fear that they would some day be
unable to pull back a ship they had sent
into the black, unknown hole of the trans-
finities.

‘Now it had happened, and the Tantalus
Express, with twenty-five hundred pas-
sengers and crewmen, was gone—simply
gone.

Peters was saying, “Seventeen thou-
sand light years is a long way. Maybe
they’ll show up. Six minutes isn’t very
fong.”

“Six seconds would have been too long,
and you know it,” snapped Jack savagely.
“Check time coordinates with me.”

Peters secured a section of his recorder
chart showing the complex time-coordi-
nate curves prior to and following the

departure of the ship for Earth. As Jack
read off his ordinates recorded on Earth,
Peters called off the corresponding ab-
scissa points on Tantalus.

- “They check,” said Jack resignedly. He
had known they would. He knew also
that there was no hurry to make the next
move. There was absolutely no way of
ever locating the ship and the twenty-five
hundred men and women it carried.

But Mayhew would want to make an
attempt at searching for the ship in the
Raft as soon as possible. Jack ordered the
Tantalus operator crisply, “Stay on call.
We may want you later. That's all for
now.”

The screen darkened in the midst of the
distant operator’s protests. Why should
he have to stay up the rest of the night?
There was nothing he could do. . . .

Immediately, Sebastian put in a cail to
Mayhew’s apartment. The chief engi-
neer’s face appeared almost instantly, as if
he had been waiting for the call, but his
eyes were still puffy with sleep.

“What is it?” he snapped. “Do you
need me there?”

“The Tantalus Express—" said Sebas-
tian. “Gone. We need you as fast as you
can get here.”

Mayhew's eyes cleared; and that was
the only sign he gave. “Right.” He cut
off.

Sebastian felt better already. The re-
sponsibility was passing from his shoul~
ders to those of the one man most capable
of accepting it. And that load had weighed
heavily on him.

Men sensitive enough to understand the
full significance and responsibility of what
they were doing could not long bear up
under the strain of Trans-Astra work.
That was why the early operators had
been replaced by less sensitive men, to
whom the throwing of a switch to send
the great Express into the unknown was
like running a streetcar.

But there had to be sensitive men in
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key spots, men who understood as nearly
as possible the exact limits of what they
were doing. Sebastian was one of these.
The operator on Tantalus who could
throw a switch or repair an atomic motor,
but who had absolutely no understanding
of the transfinite, was the other kind. He
could not see any reason why a ship on a
seventeen-thousand-light-year journey
should not take six minutes or sixty min-
utes instead of arriving instantaneously.
And that was all to the good, for if he
had possessed Sebastian’s full capacity to
grasp the situation, he probably would
have blown his brains out for what he
had done when he’'d sent the Express into
the transfinite—irom which it was not
going to return.

AYHEW arrived at the Terminal
M in so short a time that it scarcely
seemed possible he’d had time to
dress. As unperturbed as if he were there
only to replace a broken tube, he hung his
coat in a locker and began to examine the
records and meters that told the story of
the functioning of the receiving equip-
ment..

“I'm afraid you’re becoming careless,
Jack,” said Mayhew as he bent over the
records on a desk.

“What’s the matter ?”’ Sebastian’s heart
pounded.

“The guide beam. We've definitely es-
tablished that a thirty-minute warm-up
period is absolutely necessary for stability.
Yet I see that you had the beam on only
nineteen minutes before the Express took
off.”

“lI won’t say that it’s not-my fault,”
said Jack. “But that crazy dope on Tan-
talus was apparently asleep. I couldn’t
connect with him until nineteen minutes
before takeoff, and—well, the charts
seemed to indicate stability, so I didn’t
order him to held the ship. Do you think
that was responsible ?”

Mayhew shook his head. “No,” the

chief engineer said. “It wasn’t lack of
stability of the guide beam, but this is an .
exhibition of carelessness. Where it oc-
curs once it might occur again, or might
have already occurred in some other de-
tail. How would you like to transfer to
the lab for a few weeks’ rest?”

Sebastian sighed resignedly. “The bone
heap, huh? I guess that’s it if you say so.
Anyway, my bi-monthly check is coming
up next week. I guess the squirrel docs
would have thrown me out anyway.”

It wouldn’t be so bad, Sebastian
thought. The lab was a nice place to work
and you didn’t feel like a potential mass

_executioner every time you threw a

switch. He’d never understand a man like
Mayhew. Mayhew ran the whole show;
the strain should have been greater on him
than on anyone else. Yet he never showed
any 'sign of it; he was always the same—
irritable, but supremely sane.

Mayhew plowed further into the maze
of operational reports. Sebastian left him
as a newcomer entered the room on the
far side, away.from the equipment. He
was talking to Bailey and Michels, two of
the minor technicians, as Sebastian came
up. The newcomer was Harris, from the
ticket office downstairs. ;

“What can we tell these people?” Har-
ris asked. ‘“They’re getting impatient and
worried. I'm afraid there’s going to be
trouble if we don’t explain the delay.”

Sebastian went to the window and
looked out over the ramp and waiting area
before the huge enclosure where the Ex-
press should have been. Here were the
usual crowd of newsmen, photographers,
relatives, lovers and friends who greeted
the passengers of every ship. But there
was no ship bearing those they expected
to greet—and never would be. In each of
those lives out there, and less remotely, in
thousands of others, a tragic blankness
would forever exist because of the failure
of the transfinite process to function one
single time.
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He realized suddenly : it was tragic not
only because of that loss, but because it
meant the end of Trans-Astra. His mind
recoiled A moment before he had felt
regret over transfer to the lab. Why, in
a week there would be no lab, no Trans-
Astral The public would never permit it
to go on after this disaster.

He turned back to Harris. “I could tell
you what to tell the crowd,” he said, “but
you'd probably better not tell it to them
now. See Mayhew. It’s his show now.
Eventually the world will have to know
the ship is never coming in, but perhaps
not now ”

Harris turned away and walked over to
Mayhew. Sebastian wondered how far
civilization among the far planets of the
universe would be set back by the events
of this night. Going back to the slow
atomic-powered ships would expand the
universe and shrink man’s conquests to an
infinitesimal fraction of what they might
have  been—if the transfinite had not
failed.

MAYHEW showed his first sign of ir-
ritation as Harris came up. “What is it,
Harris? Surely your department is
enough 'to -manage, or would you like to
run ‘this end, too?”

“I'm sorry, Dr. Mayhew, but that
crowd out there is becoming, well—very
ugly. I'm afraid there’ll be serious con-
sequences if we don'’t tell them something
definite soon. I thought perhaps you could
suggest—"’ ‘

“Tell them the Express was held up on
Tantalus. Does it take brains to think of
a simple thing like that?”

“It’s too late. Mr. Mayhew. We've al-
ready told them the ship departed on
time. And they know that arrival is in-
stantaneous. That's why they’re becoming
ugly They’re afraid. They’re beginning
to generate rumors—"

Rumors, Mayhew thought. Yes, there
would be rumors; they dated back to the

earliest days of transfinite experiments—
ghastly rumors of horrors lurking in the
interim just beyond the veil of reality,
ready to lunge out upon an unsuspecting
humanity if man were fool enough to rend
that veil. "He had fought those rumers
long ago and knew he would have to fight
them the rest of his life, until the nature
of the interim was established in terms of
physical experience.

“Tell them,” he said to Harris, “that
power troubles developed in the interim,
that we are in communication with the
Express and all aboard are well. Tell them
I am leaving to enter the interim and
supervise the repair work necessary to al-
low the ship to continue. Tell them to go
home—that  public announcement of the
arrival will be made when it is possible
to do so.”

Harris -stared in unbelief. “But you
don’t mean that, Mr. Mayhew. The in-
terim—Rodney and Welcher—"

“—were particularly unfortunate. But

we know a lot more than we did in their

day. Now get out!”

Harris whirled away from the mount-
ing irritation' of the chief engineer, but
halted at Mayhew’s commanding “Har-
ris!” ;

“Yes, sir.!

“Who’s ' aboard the Express? Any-
body ?”’ '

“Everybody. That’s what makes it so
difficult. It’s the usual week-end crowd.
Governor Wesson of the Southern Sector.
Susan Dawning, the actress ; Jeffry Wicks
and his ‘uncle, Calvert Mason. James
Darrell, the author—" =

“Okay.” ''Mayhew waved him away.
He turned to Sebastian. “Who was mas-
ter this trip?”

Jack glanced at the records on his own
desk. “Drangue was handling the ship.
He’s as good'a man. as we've got.”

Mayhew grunted in disgust. “A street-
car conductor! But that’s the kind of men
we have to pick to keep them from going
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_crazy after a couple of trips. All right,
Tve got all the information T can get here.
The Express is out there in the interim
somewhere, but in which Aleph is going
to be a problem to determine.”

“But you aren’t going into the interim
and—stop!” Sebastian exploded. “That
would be suicide. Rodney and Welcher
proved you can’t wander around in the
interims at will”

“Why do you think I've been working
on the Raft for the past three years?
You'll note that exactly two days after it
is finished I have the first opportunity to
test it in actual search for a lost ship.
There’s a neat problem in causation, and
it can be handled by straightforward math
if you can find a peint to get hold of it.
Try your hand at it while I'm gone.”

EBASTIAN walked silently beside
S Mayhew as the latter went to the

other end of the Operations room.
There, massive panels of intricate equip-
ment loomed almost as bulky as the main
transmitters and receivers of the Ter-
minal.

This mass of electronic equipment was
the Raft and its associated transmitter
and receiver. The Raft proper was simply
a huge mesh cage, a cube about twelve
feet on a side. It was crammed with panel-
mounted tubes, transformers, recorders,
switches and a score of nameless pieces
of equipment that had evolved from May-
hew’s brain. :

Above the Raft was a copper plate eight
inches thick, and below it in the floor was
a similar plate. Great cables snaked from
these plates to the inwards of the massed
panels surrounding the Raft.

“You're sure it will work?” said Se-
bastian dubiously.

“I know it. You watch for my call.
We’re being controlled by factors of cau-
sation that will make it impossible to fail
—1I hope.” He grinned wryly.

Jack knew what he meant. Causation

was still an infant science, but the implica-
tions already uncovered by it were stag-
gering. There were indications that cer-
tain main lines of human endeavor were
inevitably destined to succeed, and any
effort that could be aligned to aid one of:
the successful event streams would be
ultimately successful—though not always.
in the manner desired. There was some
evidence that the implacable religious

faith of some of the ancient saints was -

simply an intuitive half-understanding of
the principles of causation. Mayhew firm-
ly believed that the development of the
science of the transfinite was just such a
major success stream as causation indi-

_ cated. Sebastian wondered if it were this:

firm conviction—this almost religious
faith—that enabled him to bear the psy-
chological burden of his position so suc-
cessfully. -

Mayhew passed between the panels and .
opened the door of the mesh cage. He
settled himself in the control chair before
the myriad meters and switches that con-
trolled the functioning of the Rait. At
last he signaled Sebastian with a wave of
his hand. Sebastian switched on the trans-
mitter, and from the depths of the equip-
ment came the sounds of snapping relays
and heavy plungers being driven home.
Finally, the massive poles of the switch
energizing the great copper plates crashed:
into their sockets.

Instantly, a white aura engulfed the:
Raft. Through it Mayhew waved reas-
suringly to Sebastian, then reached for-
ward and threw a switch. In that instant, .
the Raft disappeared, leaving only the
slowly dying aura to shew that anything
had rested between those burnished cop~
per plates. :

For a long time Jack Sebastian stood
staring at the empty space. He had no
way of knowing then that he would never
see Carl Mayhew again, but as he looked
out towards the vacant landing area of the
Terminal, he was certain of it. That
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emptiness between the copper plates was
like a doorway into hell, that gateway to
all the infinities of creation. And when he
looked out into the cold darkness that
bore unyieldingly upon the Terminal, he
sensed that Trans-Astra had sent its last
ship across the interim. The slow, clumsy,
atomic-powered ships were already hiss-
ing through space in the background of his
mind. They’d come back, because Carl
Mayhew and the Tantalus Express never
would.

CHAPTER TWO
The Wheel of Infinity

HE TRANSFINITE!
From almost the moment that
ancient man learned to count, his
mind leaped ahead in vain, metaphysical
struggling to grasp the final number be-
yond which there were no numbers.

Infinity.

It was the ancient mathematician,
Georg Cantor, who, in the nineteenth cen-
tury, defined infinity and assigned a sym-
bol to the number beyond all numbers.

Cantor appropriated the first letter,

Aleph, of the Hebrew alphabet to define -

the cardinality of the ordinals in an in-
finite series. Aleph-Null became the first
of the multitude of infinite classes, whose
discovery was the foundation stone of a
new and incredible universe.

Infinity.

Consider a number n. Now, n may be
reached by a process of mathematical in-
duction beginning with zero. That is,

012345 . n

But not Aleph-Null, or N,. It is the
number of all the ordinals, and so cannot
be reached by a process of mathematical
induction. For:

Ng plus 1 equals Nj.

Ny plus or minus n equals Ny (where
n is any inductive number).

Likewise:

No2 equals No; and:
~ n times Ny equals Ny.

This somewhat astonishing arithmetic
of the infinite was demonstrated by Can-
tor, but an even more incredible property
was shown when he proved that among
infinite classes a part is as great as the
whole, and the whole is no greater than
some of its parts.

Consider the class of integers. The ob-
vious assumption is that there are many
more integers, even and odd, than there
are odd integers. But let the set of odd
integers be counted by placing them in
one-to-one correspondence with the set of
integers:

1 23 45 6...
1- 35 7 911 ..

It is obvious that under every integer,
even or odd, it is possible to place an odd
integer, and the process may be continued
without end!

The set of integers is infinite, but, since
it is possible to establish a one-to-one cor-
respondence between the set of integers
and a part of the set of integers, the two
sets have the same number of elements,
the same cardinality. This cardinality of
both sets is Aleph-Null. There are as
many odd integers as there are integers.
The part is as great as the whole.*

Besides Ny, Cantor showed the exist-
ence of an entire series of Alephs, N;, N,

*One of Cantor’s greatest triumphs, however,
came in proving that in spite of the unique arith-
metic of N, there were classes whose cardinal-
ity did exceed N,. The class of real numbers he
proved to have a cardinality exceeding No.

The real numbers, composed of the rational
and irrational numbers, incliudes the irrationals
which are not algebraic as well as those that are.
The former are the transcendental numbers, Pi
and e being the best known examples, and almost
the only known examples before Cantor’s time.

It was known that the rational and algebraic
numbers were denumerable, so Cantor had to
prove that the class of transcendentals, of which
only a handful were known, was too big to be
counted by integers, that it had a cardinality ex-
ceeding No. %

To his great credit, he succeeded in this, and
the class of real numbers was found to have 2%
elﬂ;rzmts, which was easily shown to be greatér
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N3 . .. in an infinite series. It was never
discovered, however, whether 2% was
one of the Alephs or not, but it was a very
important concept to Trans-Astra, for it
was the number of terms in a “continuous
series” as Cantor defined it, and so was
also the number of points in any measure
of space, finite or infinite, or the number
of instants of any measure of time.

An important corollary was that any
finite measure of space or time has the
same number of points or instants as any
other finite or infinite measure of space
or time.

With a sort of mathematical alooiness,
then, the Alephs ignored the ordinary
processes of addition and subtraction, mul-
tiplication and involution. But in the spe-
cial case of N,™ an entirely new concept
was created.

This new and greater number was desig-
nated by Cantor as C He never deter-
mined whether or not C was one of the
Alephs, but he conceived the existence of
higher and higher transfinite numbers
created by repeated processes of involution
as C°, etc.

Mayhew, very early in his career, estab-
lished a proof that C was not one of the
Alephs, and this led directly to the process-
es by which Trans-Astra operated, -

It had always been assumed that there
were infinite collections, and various ways
of “proving” this were brought forth. But
even long after Cantor, mathematicians

3

feared that all such proofs were fallacious.

It was Mayhew who finally proved the
real existence of infinite collects, yet this
reality was as difficult for the layman to
comprehend as was the curved space of
Einstein.

Mayhew proved that the universe of
man belonged to such an infinite collection,
that Aleph-Null was the cardinal number
of this collection. But this proof did not
mean that a man could get in a spaceship
and travel to another identical Earth
somewhere if he went far enough. The
members of this Aleph-Null collection to
which man’s universe belonged existed
congruently and co-temporally in space,
its properties being such that Aleph-Null
appears in all calculations and subjective
and objective observations as unity. For
that reason, man was never aware of the
multiple universe about him. It was im-
possible for him to observe it.

Impossible, until Mayhew.

Mayhew demonstrated the nature of C,
and the existence of sets having this car-
dinal number. He did the original experi-
mental work of electrical field transfor-
mation which made it possible for a mem-
ber of an Aleph-Null set to transfer to a
C set. Having gone that far, it was im-
possible to return to the Aleph-Null set,
but at a different point than the point of
origin. Thus began the revolution in inter-
stellar transportation.

Within two years, Trans-Astra had

@it for aRing

says GEO. McQUEEN
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wiped out the five-hundred-billion-dollar
space transport system based on the slow
atomic-powered vessels which had diffi-
culty in attaining a velocity of even a quar-
ter c. :

But utilization of the transfinite was not
without its drawbacks. The first experi-
menters who had personally gone into a
C set or the interim, as it came to be known
in transport jargon, were subjected to
stimuli which no human senses could
endure. There were no names for those
stimuli. They had no parallels in human
observdtional history. The men came back
mad. They were Rodney and Welcher,
and their fate remained a horror to deter
all who would dare the interim.

It was determined that their difficulty
had been due to stopping in the interim
and also lack of proper electrical field
protection to shield them from the un-
wanted stimuli. Actual transport of ships
was now accomplished with a timeless in-
terval within the interim. This prevented
any results of the kind Rodney and Welch-
er experienced, as did also the heavy elec-
trical fields protecting the ship. But the
public still remembered Rodney and
Welcher.

It had long been Mayhew’s dream to
explore thé wnterim, and to this end he had
designed the Raft, which bore heavy fields
to protect the occupant. It was self-pro-
pulsive, once it left the set of Aleph-Null,
and therefore made independent explora-
tion of the interim possible.

Mayhew had also in the back of his
mind that it would serve as an excellent
lifeboat should a ship ever be lost. But
that had never occurred since the begin-
ning of Trans-Astra .. . until now.

UTOMATIC controls were set to
A halt the Raft in the realm of C. To
Carl Mayhew, transfer was in-
stantaneous. It seemed like the sudden

thrusting of a gray, translucent blanket
over the Raft and the simultaneous re-

moval of gravity. Nausea oozed through
him and his senses rebelled against the -
blind, gray world that surrounded him.

He had no explanation for the phenom-
ena of his environment, but he suspected
that much of it was due to his protective
fields and’ that it would have appeared
quite different without them. He turned
to concentrate on the instrument panel
before him.

The method by which he hoped to lo-
cate the Express was simple in principle.
The Express was lost somewhere in the in-
finities of Space-times composing the C
system. By'sending a probing guide beam
into each 'of these N, systems he would
eventually obtain a response when his
beam coincided with the beam constantly
being emitted by the Tantalus Express.
The Express beam could not possibly be
inactive; it was a radiation induced in
the metal of the ship’s structure and would
outlast the ship itself.

Since in any finite measure of time there
were a greater number of instants than
there were time systems in the entire C
set, it became simply a problem of count-
ing the Ny number of time systems and
identifying the one containing the missing
ship. : '

He had the instruments to accomplish
this. They formed an integral part of the
Raft. By 'sélecting a given measure of
time—one minute, for example—he could
place every one of the N, time systems -
into one-to-one correspondence with an
instant of tinie within that minute. By so
counting, e could determine the time sys-
tem in which the Express lay.

Mayhew pressed the controls to begin
the counting process. He was bothered
less by thé gray fog now . . . except when
he thought of what it might be like out
there without the protection of the Raft.
It was not a healthy speculation.

Abruptly, Mayhew jerked his head to-
wards the chronometer on the panel. Two
and a half minutes had elapsed. The
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- counting process had passed through that
many cycles.

Not a sign of response had ceme from
the indicator.

Mayhew frowned. Closely, he watched
while another cycle passed. He checked
the meters. The equipment seemed in
order. He switched off momentarily and
then tried once again, never taking his
eyes away from the meter that would in-
dicate coincidence.

But that minute passed without re-
sponse. He changed the counting cycle to
occupy ten minutes, though he knew that
was ridiculous from the standpoint of
transfinite principles. One second would
have been as adequate as an hour.

There was nothing at all.

Nothing but that gray fog and the ris-
ing, wavelike motion of the Raft that sent
torrents of nausea through him. Failure
stripped away his protective cloak of con-
fidence.

This had been his only card to play, his
ace in the hole, and he had banked on it
with the confidence that the laws of causa-
tion were on his side, because he was in
a success stream of endeavor. The impli-
cations of failure overwhelmed him. It
meant that exploitation of the transfinite
was not a success stream after all.

He did not know how long it might
have been that he simply sat there staring
at the panel with its dead indicator as the
spatial counting cycle surged from one to
Aleph-Null and back again, scores of times.
His mind dropped its mathematical so-
phistication, and he thought in the terms
his technicians nused—lost in infinity. He
was thinking of the twenty-five hundred
persons aboard the Tantalus Express.
They were as nonexistent as if they had
never been born.

It began to ring through his brain—lost
in infinity—lost in infinity—losi—

Then the full significance of that mathe-
matically non-semantic term hit him.

Infinity.

‘That included the topmost limit of the
limitless hierarchy of the Alephs. And he
had been exploring only the infinitesimal
fragment represented by C. 4

Normal operation of the Trans-Astra
ships did not extend beyond C. But the
only possible explanation for the facts be-
fore Mayhew was that the Express had
somehow jumped beyond C into C° or to
an even higher set. If that were true, the
number of operations necessary to test for
the presence of the ship would itself be
an infinite set, possibly of the magnitude of
C itself. A hopeless task.

But—it was just conceivable that the
Express had gone no farther than C°. He
considered the problem of manipulating
the Raft into that set. It had never been
designed for such an operation, but he
turned to the calculator built into the con-
trol desk and began pounding the keys
in a bewildering stream of transfinite com-
putations.

After an hour he was convinced that
the Raft could be driven at least into C°
and possibly one higher set. It was a start,
anyway.

The changes in the circuits of the Raft
involved only precise re-evaluations of
the forces applied. Taking these values
from his computations, Mayhew set them
into the circuits. Then, without hesitation,
he threw the controls that put the Raft
into a cross-stream through the infinities.

congealed about the Raft as if it

were a bug caught in amber. An °
hysterical claustrophobia seized Mayhew
so suddenly that it was inside his mental
defenses before he recognized the symp-
toms. His hands shock and he stood up
to beat against that implacable prison wall
of gray that extended to the infinite
bounds of space. He felt that it would be
horrible to die, as he was going to die, in
this unknown prison beyond all nermal
human experience,

THE SWIRLING gray universe
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Then, just as suddenly as they had
formed, the gray walls began to melt.
Their substance flowed away like dirty ice
melting in the rays of a spring sun. May-
hew collapsed in the seat and leaned his
head on the desk of the control board.

He was weak and trembling from the
hysteric seizure. He had never thought
himself susceptible to such complete loss
of mental control. The knowledge that any
force could so overcome him was in itself
shattering.

He began to understand what might
have happened to Rodney and Welcher.

Like a clearing storm, the grayness van-
ished. His indicators showed that he him-
self was somewhere within a C° set, prob-
ably the first human being knowingly to
enter the set.

He seemed to be in an illusory state of
motion. He was in the center of a vast,
shining green plain. Ia the distance, walls
of flowing light rose abruptly and contin-
ued beyond his range of vision. The plain
seemed to encompass the sum of all the
infinite space through which he had passed.
Yet the walls of flowing, spinning light
that bounded it were within range of finite
senses. Or were they? Perhaps his senses
were now infinite, partaking of the charac-
teristics of the set in which he was located.
That aspect of the problem, the physiolog-
ical effect, was one that the transfinite
equations ignored.

But now the nausea, the fear, and the
terror of the C set were gone. Mayhew re-
laxed his grip on the panel and stood up.
If the Express were lost here, perhaps
those aboard didn’t want to come back,
he thought.

It was an idyllic lotus-land. The peace-
fulness of that endless plain and the flow-
ing light-falls washed away all care and
uneasiness. Yet in the very peacefulness
and contentment of it there was a certain
hideous aspect that was alien to human
senses. It was as if all activity, all desire
bad suddenly ended here in complete sati-

ation and that it mattered not at all i
he ever found the Tantalus Express or
not.

He fought down the suggestion that
crept into the cells of his brain, and in-
creased the strength of the field about the
Raft. He wondered if it were not entirely
possible that those aboard the Express
had been overcome by this stimulus.

He switched on the counter circuits,
which he had revised to count the C sets
as they had counted the Aleph sets pre-
viously.

As the circuit warmed up, the indicator
needle suddenly swung over. Mayhew
grunted with satisfaction. He was on the
trail of the missing Express at last.

But his satisfaction died as he scowled
at the meter. It had suddenly dropped
back to a negative position, as if the Ex-
press had slipped out of the C set it had
been in. The circuit returned to null and
started the counting process again. Ab-
ruptly, there was a positive indication—
but it was not in the same C set as previ-
ously. Then the contact was lost once
more.

Sweat broke out on Mayhew's brow.
The Express was moving transversely
across the sets composing C°. This was the
insoluble problem. Two objects search-
ing for each other, both moving, would
never meet in any finite period.

Then he considered the problem more
closely. If the Express passed through his
own set just once, he could set off the ar-
rival alarm within the ship by means of
the guide beam. But how to make the
Express pass through his set? He could
send the Raft through the entire infinity
of sets and the alarm would go off, all
right, but Drangue would still not be able
to get to Mayhew’s set because it would
be changing.

He put a recorder on the counter and
observed the blips that indicated the ship’s
presence. After a moment he took re-
newed hope. Drangue was following a



definite sequence, apparently spiraling
through the sets of C° hoping to hit his
home Aleph. What he didn’t know was
that he was in C° instead of C

Whea he was sure that he had the
sequence plotted correctly, Mayhew set up
the calculator to predict the future path
of the Express. After ten minutes’ work
he had this determined. He moved the
Raft onto 2 point on the trajectory and
waited. Recorder pens now indicated his
own position and the path of the Express.

For 2 seeming eternity he waited while
the pens traced the collision course. And
suddenly the @ines crossed. Mayhew
looked about, straining his senses for
some manifestation of the Express. For
an instant the counter needle pounded the
pin madly, then abruptly dropped back to
null setting.

They had missed. The alarm must not
have gone off in the Express; or else
Drangue was not in control and the ship
was wandering helplessly.

He was about to shift the Raft to a
new position ahead of the Express, but
suddenly the line showing the path of the
ship turned and slowly traced its way back
to the line of the Raft’s position.

Mayhew leaped expectantly towards his
communication plate. The instant the lines
touched he spoke into the microphone.
“Mayhew calling Flight Thirty-one, Tan-
talus Express. Calling Flight Thirty-
m"

The harried face of Drangue came into
view on the screen for an instant, then
faded. His lps moved as if in startled ex-
any word couid be uttered.

Mayhew's fingers sought the controls
of the Raft Swiftly, he jockeyed the
lines upon the recorder. Once again the
face of Drangue appeared, and Mayhew
exclaimed, “Stop! Hold it!”
heid.

CHAPTER THREE
Tweedledum and Tweedledee

“M AYHEW!” Drangue ex-
claimed. “What’s happened?
Where are we?”

“Hold your position,” Mayhew or-
dered. “I'll come aboard.”

He looked out over the plains of light,
wondering if the ship was in range of his
vision or if he’d have to hunt through
space for it.

He didn’t. There in the distance it lay,
like an angular blob against the distant
shimmering falls of light. Though it was
visible due to the characteristics of this
realm of C° Mayhew suspected that the
Express might be light years from him.
He was certain that this peaceful plain be-
fore him constituted the entire range of
S

The Raft began to move slowly under
its own power towards the distant ship.
Mayhew’s theory was soon confirmed.
The Express was an inestimable distance
from him. It grew no larger at all in his
sight. He stepped up the velocity, utiliz-
ing all the power of the atomic engines
in the Raft, until he gained a velocity of
eight tenths of a light year per second.
Only after minutes at this velocity did the
Express begin to grow appreciably larger.
Mayhew thought he had set some kind of
a record for naked-eye vision. Oculists, at
least, would find no business in the world
of C°

The Tantalus Express looked nothing
like a ship in the accepted sense of the
word, any more than the Raft did. Rather,
it looked like a moderately-sized, four-
story bailding with rectangular floor area.
Its facades of glass were lavishly ablaze
with Hight, just as they must have been at
the moment of takeoff.

As he approached, Mayhew could see
the passengers gaping at the incredible

. world of C° and his own tiny Raft—which

e
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must have seemed like some alien monster
bearing down upon them.

He drew up at last to the main port of
the ship and let the protective field of the
Raft coalesce with that of the Express. It
was, of course, impossible for human life
to exist outside the protection of the ships.
Mayhew wondered if it were cold or hot,
airless or otherwise out there. But that
was something man might never know.
Instruments could not operate through the
protective fields and without a means of
correlation any independent data taken
out there would be meaningless. But that
was all another problem.

The port of the Express opened and
Captain Drangue rushed out, a portly
little man with a florid face and no imagi-
nation.

“Man, are we glad to see you!” he ex-
claimed. “We thought we were goners
for sure when we just faded off into this
stuff and didn’t make the landing termi-
nal. What the devil happened, anyway ?”’

“That’s what T want you to tell me,”
said Mayhew. “Apparently something
slipped and sent you into C° instead of
merely transferring you into C and back
again,”

Drangue’s face grew pale. “C°! No
one’s ever been there before. Why it—"

“—isn’t half as bad as it might be, is
it?” Mayhew smiled. “It’s just the crazy
rumors about the transfinite that make
people think there should be seven-legged

dragons breathing fire out here. In fact,.

it’s rather pleasant and peaceful. I thought
at first that maybe you had all decided to
stay here because it was nicer than
Earth.”

Drangue shuddered. “Not me. This
business is just too weird for my taste.

The sooner we get back to Earth, the

better.”

As they entered the promenade deck,
they caught sight of a group of passengers.
One of the men in the group was talking
excitedly to the others and the confused

state of mind of all them was evident.

“T'm sure glad you’ve come,” said
Drangue. “These people are terrified.
Warren, the ship psychiatrist, says their
emotional tension is approaching the dan-
ger point. Maybe your presence will drop
it a notch or two.”

Just then several of the group turned
and recognized Mayhew. An excited,
bald-headed man jumped in his path.

“Mr. Mayhew!” he exclaimed. “You'll
never know how thankful we are to see
you. Do you think you can get us out of
this terrible predicament?”

“Probably in time for breakfast on
Farth.”

“How can you speak of food under
these circumstances?” a middle-aged ma-
tron, obviously suffering from nervous
stomach, spoke up. “I shan’t touch a bite
until this tragic business is over!”

A young man, obviously very drunk,
staggered forward. “The great Mayhew !”’
he said. “Got’s trapped out here an’ now
you think you can keep’s happy with a
big, fat, noble gesture! Nuts! Whyn't
you tell’s we're all’s good’s dead ?”

Mayhew turned to Drangue. “Is this
one of the local natives or did you bring
him along ?”

“That’s Geoffrey Wicks,” said Dran-
gue sourly. “I’ve had to threaten to throw
him in the brig twice already. Once he
gets drunk it seems to be permanent. His
uncle promised to—"

“I’m sorry, Captain Drangue.” A gray-
haired man came after young Wicks. “I
left the door of the room open when I hur-
ried out in the excitement of hearing that
a rescue patrty was on the way. T’'ll be
more careful until Jeff sobers up.”

Though Mayhew had never met him
before, he knew something of Calvert
Mason. The man was one of the greatest
semanticists of all time. But apparently
even that didn’t help him in rearing his
nephew.

“Leggo me!” Wicks demanded as his
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uncle grasped his arm. “Cut me outa y'r
will—an’ what good d’you think all y'’r
lousy money’s gonna do now? Mayhew’s
got’s trapped an’ we'll all be dead soon.”

“It’s all rightt Mr. Mason,”"  said
Drangue. “We’re about out of the woods
now, I think. Have you met Mr. May-
hew? He’s our chief engineer, and the
man who gets the rest of us out of trouble
with this transfinite business.”

“How do you do?” said Mason. “Will

it be long. now?”
g

Mayhew nodded greetings and found
himself

liking the stolid, gray-haired
Mason.
“It won't be long, Mr. Mason, I'm sure
of it,” he said. '

S MASON and Wicks" broke
A through the crowd to get back to
their rooms, a young ‘“woman
placed a2 hand on Mayhew’s arm. He
recognized her instantly as Susan Dawn-
ing, singer and actress of the airscreens.
“I'm Susan Dawning,” she said. “I
want you to know that you can count on
me for any help I can give.” Her smile
was something Mayhew thought he would
remember all his life. i
But he knew Miss Dawning—by repu-
tation—as did practically every 'other
citizen on Earth. Her current romances,
a new one almost every couple of ‘thonths,
made headlines constantly. Mayhéw had
always thought of her as a very neufotic,

3

unstable young woman, a type he disliked.

“Thank you,” he said rather shortly.

“But I’'m sure we’ll get along all right.”
“Don’t fool yourself,” said Drangue.
“Miss Dawning has been one of the com-
pany’s most valuable assets since we be-
came lost. She’s kept up the morale of the
passengers wonderfully. Warren says
they might have gone over the danger line
if it hadn’t been for Miss Dawning. We'll
owe her a great deal of thanks when this
is over.” :
“I’m sure we will,” said Mayhew. And
Miss Dawning would have a considerable
amount of new, free publicity, he thought.
With Drangue, he finally broke away
from the crowd and made his way to the =
control room. He smiled warmly as he
came in from the mezzanine that over-
looked the huge lounge and promenade'
decks of the ship. There was Roberts, a
youngster who thought he was going to
burn up the universe with his work in
transfinite mechanics—but who was look-
ing very downcast now because of his in-
ability to solve their problem. Roberts had
good stuff in him, Mayhew knew. '
There were also Kesserling and Wabell.
Good men, but lacking Roberts’ imagina-
tion. -
“What’s the trouble?” said Mayhew.
“Have you found anything ?”’
Roberts shook his head dolefully. “I
guess we ought to be back in some service
shop repairing televisors. For all we know

EROMO-SELTZER

FIGHTS HEADACHE
THREE WAYS

For fast help from ordinary headache ale
ways take Bromo-Seltzer. It fights head
ache three ways:
1. Reli Pain of H
2. Relieves Discomfort of Upset Stomach.
3. Quiets Jumpy Nerves.
Caution: Use only as directed. Get Bromo-
Seltzer at your drug store fountain of
counter today. A product of Emerson
§ Drug Company since 1887.

g




22

SUPER SCIENCE STORIES

about transfinite mechanics we could—"

“Don’t worry,” said Mayhew. “Better
men have been stumped by easier prob-
lems. Do you know where you are?”

Roberts shook his head. “I thought I
had it figured out, but we’re lost, that’s all.
In fact, I don’t even think we’re in the
right C any more.”

“If you had the courage to follow
through on some of your guesses you’d hit
the right answer more often,” said May-
hew. “That’s exactly what happened.
You went into C° and have been wander-
ing around there. All your responses have
been to other C sets instead of to Aleph
sets as you thought. That’s why your in-
dications have been all jumbled up. We've
got to go back into the C set first and then
to the Aleph.”

“How can we locate our own C? Is
there any characteristic by which we can
identify it?”

“We don’t have to. They are all alike.
There is a C set of identical C’s. Any one
of them will do.”

“Hey, wait a minute,” said Wabell.
“We want to get back to our own good
old terra firma, not some reasonably exact
facsimile thereof.” -

Mayhew grinned. “I guess the human
mind will never become adjusted to think-
ing in terms of transfinities. When we fix
ourselves into one C set, the whole multi-
plicity of them will appear as unity, just as
is the case with thg Alephs. So*%we’ll #e in
our right one, you don’t need to worry
about that.”

Wabell frowned, then threw his hands
up in despair. “I wasn’t cut out for this
kind of stuff. Give me some tubes and
transformers and a little juice to shoot
throught them and I can tell you what’ll
happen, but this—"

“—is all done with tubes and trans-
formers-and juice,” said Mayhew, “plus
a little unconventional math. The trouble
is that math terms are the only ones that
can be used to speak of the transfinite.

Once you try to describe it in any other
language, you’re lost in a morass of in-
accurate semantic jumbling that conveys
no meaning. But let’s be on our way back.
Is the equipment working so that you can
pass down to C?”

Roberts nodded. “I'll have the equa-
tions set up in a moment. How about
your ship?”’

“The Raft? It’s tied onto the Express
so it’ll tag along. Go ahead. Let’s see you
get us down a notch.”

Then Mayhew turned to Captain Dran-
gue. “Better warn the passengers. This
is rather unpleasant.” He described the
lower set, and Drangue nodded, stepping
to the ship’s communicator to carry out
the request. He was barely through with-
the announcement when the vast prairie of
light and flowing coruscations began to
fade.

The congealed gray fog began to re-
appear, blinding the occupants of the Ex-
press to anything that might be outside.

- And as the stuff began to grow fluid and

sweep by in great undulations of thicken-
ing darkness and light, it seemed that they
might be at the bottom of a vast and in-
finite sea. :

Mayhew could imagine the effect on
some of the more sensitive female pas-
sengers down in the lounge as they gazed
out upon that blind, impalpable waste. He
was glad he wasn’t down there right now.

“One more step and we’ll be home,” he
said. “Hold it a minute, Roberts. T want.
to call Jack Sebastian at the Terminal and
let him know we’re coming in. Things
weren't going so well there when I left.
Some of the more  irate citizens were
about to take the Terminal apart because
the Express was late.”

He put through the call and watched
the face of Jack Sebastian materializing
on the screen. He looked sleepy and bored.

“Sebastian,” he answered as the call
came. “Who? Hey, Chief! 1 didn’t
recognize you for a minute. I thought you
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were home asleep hours ago. What's up?”
“Asleep! What are you talking about?
I've found the Express and I'm bringing
it in. Is everything all right there?”
“The Express?” Sebastian’s face
wrinkled incredulity. “What Express are
you talking about 7™

AYHEW swore ponderously to
maust have found the suspense too
much and gone out for a botile.

“Loock, Jack,” he said patiently. “The
Tantalus Express didn't arrive tonight. It
was lost in the snierim. I left in the Raft
and located it. I am now ready to bring
it in. I want to know if everything is all
right there to set it down in the landing
cradle.”

“Chief, Iisten—" Sebastian’s face was
pitiful now. “The Express came in—the
Tantalus Express—it’s been here for two
bours. Look, you can see it out there
now!”

Sebastian moved away from the panel
so that Mayhew could glimpse beyond the
windows of the Operations room to the
Iighted area outside.

And the Express was there.

Its lights were out and the huge ship lay
motionless and silent as Mayhew had seen
it so many times before. There was no
mistaking it. The luxury liner was the
oaly one of its kind.

“Chief, I don’t get the gag,” said Sebas-
tian miserably.

“Jack,” Mayhew answered in a low
voice, somethmgs wrong. I don’t know
what it is, but there’s something terribly
wrong.”

His words, and the tone of his voice,
sent faint chills along the spines of those
Iistening in the control room of the Ex-
press.

“Tell me if the Raft is there,”
Mayhew.

“Sure it’s here. You just finished it up.
It hasn’t been tried, even....”

said

Mayhew turned away, hxsfaceuttedyﬂ
white. Roberts swallowed hard and!
opened his mouth to speak, then closed'
it silently. Drangue looked from one to'
the other in blank astonishment.

There was just one final horror to be:
encountered.

Mayhew spoke slowly into the com-
municator. “Jack, I want you to call my
apartment on atnther line and see if there
is any answer.’

Sebastian cbeyed without questioning.’
Mayhew turned aside to glance at Kes-
serling and Wabell. They were both in a
complete funk.

Then Sebastian was back. There was
the same kind of incomprehension on his
face as was mirrored on Roberts’. “May-
hew!”” he cried. “If this is some kind of a
joke I think it’s gone far enough. I don’t
getit!”

“Who answered at my apartment ?”

“You did, of course.”

Mayhew slumped visibly.

Sebastian was saying, “I can see you in-
both screens, Chief. Tell me what this is
afl about!”

“Let me talk to—” Mayhew glanced
wearily about “—to myself,” he said.

Sebastian hesitated an instant, then
made the connection. Instantly there ap-
peared a pajama-clad figure who was star-
ing incredulously out at the men in the
control room of the Express. Asmd the
man was Mayhew.,

After a moment he chuckled. “T’ve seen
some neat gags in my time, but this tops
'em. What goes on?”

“Tell me quickly—did the Tantalus Ex-
press come in on schedule tonight without
any indication of trouble?”

“Of course. There was no trouble.”

“You have the Raft ready for use?”

“Yes. What do you know about the
Raft?”

“Plenty. But there’s only one way of
convincing you of what I know and who
I am. Will you come to me on the Raft so
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that we can figure out exactly what is
wrong 77

“As far as I know nothing is wrong.
Would you mind telling me who you are
and what is the idea of this gag?”

“It’s no gag. Do you realize who I
am?”

“That’s what I'm asking.”

“T'm Carl Mayhew.”

“And ’'m Napoleon!”

“Tonight the Tantalus Express was
missing. I went on a search trip in the
Raft and found it in C° T called back to
check before bringing the ship in—and I
find you, or rather me, tellmg myself that
the Express was never missing.’

The second Mayhew chuckled again.
“Amusing, but not quite convineing. Sup-
pose you tell me just what you expect in
return for this entertainment.”

Mayhew cursed. But he couldn’t blame
his duplicate. That’s the way he would aet,
confronted by such an impossible situa-
tion.

“There’s only one thing to do,” he said.
“Come to me on the Raft for a conference.
You can follow our guide beam here. I'll
give you the figures when you get to the
Terminal.” ,

The smile left the face of the second
Mayhew as the conviction came that he
was talking with someone who knew
transfinite operations. But the story of a
missing Express in which %e was sup-
posed to be right now was too absurd.

“I don’t know who you are or what
your game is,” he said slowly. “But I
think P’ come out and see just how far
this goes. If there’s any monkey business
I warn you you'll regret it.”

“Stop being stupid! There’s no time to
lose. Get down to the Terminal and see if
you can pick up my guide beam.”

“I'm coming, and I'll remember that
crack.”

In the control room of the T antalus
Express there was an absolute silence, as
Mayhew turned slowly to the others.

CHAPTER FOUR
Ulysses of the Stars

HE ALARM sounded. The five

men straightened as if it were the

clarion of some frightful ghost
whose coming they waited, yet whese ex-
istence they could not credit.

“He’s contacted the guide beam,”
Mayhew.
him.”

“Maybe it will convince us,”
Roberts.

Mayhew switched on the communicator
again and found himself looking into the
control pit of the Raft—or at least a Raft.
And there was his own image, more!
serious and thoughtful than before.

“1 didn’t believe it,” the second May-.
hew said. “I thought it was some crack-
pot practical joke, but there is a guide
beam and it goes somewhere across the:

said |
“Maybe that will convince

said

transfinite. Let me have those figures:
you mentioned, mister. I'm coming to-
visit you.”

Mayhew grinned wryly and read off the-
settings that would enable the Raft to

- penetrate the C° region. Then he set the:

guide to bring the Raft up to the Express
on the side opposite the first Raft.

“Come ahead,” he said.

The panel image vanished instantly,;
and Roberts, looking out the port, ex~
claimed, He s here! Mayhew, there’s'
another Raft out there!”

Mayhew glanced at Drangue. “Get
him, will you? I den’t think it would be a
good idea for the passengers to see the.
two of us together just now.”

Drangue nodded and walked out.

No one spoke while the captain was
gone. Mayhew stepped to the wide porst
and stared out into the impenetrable fog
that was neither matter nor energy but.
only a blanking out of the senses as they
failed to respond to the weorld of C in
which the ship lay.
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He was roused by a voice that sounded
irritatingly sardonic. “Mr. Mayhew, I
presume ?”

He recognized it as his own voice, and
turned slowly. The sudden, shocked ex-
pression that came over the face. of the
newcomer told the story of the ‘mental
conflicts within him.

“l1 didn’t believe it. . . .
0.” he said at last.

The man was Mayhew, to the last,
tiniest detail. =

“Are you really convinced now?” said
Mayhew.

The newcomer sat down slowly and
nodded. “I'm trying to tell myself I’m still
back there dreaming and I'll wake up in
- the morning and forget all about this.
Whatever it is—however you,ca‘r'ne to be
here—bring me up to date.” ..

“First, we ought to decide who’s who.
Suppose we call me Mayhew, and you
Mayhew,. Would that be satisfactory?”

“It makes no difference to me. 1 won-
der, though, who came first, a or b?”

“That’s the nub of the whole problem
But here’s the way it is—” ;

Mayhew, quickly outlined hls experl-
ences and his attempts to brlng the Ex-
press back to Earth.

“Is there none of that that fits your own
experience pattern?” he concluded.

Mayhew; shook his head. “Not a thmg
It’s just as I told you before. The Express
came m on time. All the passengers were
present and unharmed. There was no
indication whatever of anythmg wrong.

Now';i;’ve got

The passengers and crew have  disem-

barked and the ship is lying empty except
for the maintenance crew readying it for
the next trip.”

“Well, we wont find the answer by
talking about it. It must lie somewheére in
the transfinite equations cover?r‘xg our
presence here.”™ He moved over to the
giant calculator and sat down in front of
it

Rapidly, he set up the classical trans-

finite expressions governing the transport
of an object from Aleph-Null to C.

“Now,” he said, “what happens when we
introduce a finite t into these expressions,
instead of an infinitesimal time period?"

“Nothing,” said Mayhew, ‘“The ex-
pressions you have there do not govern a
static condition but only the transtent
condition between departure and arrival. -
They become meaningless if you try to
interpret any point on the curve as a
static condition.”

“Yes, I remember Hooper tned to
develop such an expression and got no-
where with it. But how about the work
that Rodney did? He developed a mean-
ingful expression for C containing an ele-
ment of N.”

“It was never verified, though. If you
expect to tackle this mathematically—and
I admit there is no other way—you're at-
tacking a problem that’s baffled the best
transfinite men for the last decade.”

“What else would you suggest?”

“Nothing. Put down Rodney’s expres-
sion below yours and solve them simul-
taneously for the N element. That ought
to show you if the element will be dupli-
cated. Then maybe we can find out what
will happen to it when it is brought back
to N.”

Mayhew, nodded. That was a good at-
tack. His fingers danced upon the keys of
the calculator and slowly the ponderous
expressions appeared.

While they worked, oblivious to their
surroundings, Roberts and the two other
technicians sat silently and motionlessly,
watching the work that would decide their
fate and that of every person aboard the
ship. Once, Roberts wanted to inject a
thought as he glimpsed the intent of the
manipulation that Mayhew, was perform-
ing, but the work passed so swiftly before
his eyes that the point was lost and he sat
back, envying the swift flow of mathemati-
cal thought that was emerging from the
minds of the duplicate engineers like crys-
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tals born in the hot fires of some cata-
clysm.

Robert knew Mayhew with some
degree of intimacy, and he was accus-
tomed to seeing the chief working calmly
without strain, producing intricate mathe-
matical structures that seemed to leap into
being almost of themselves. But now
Mayhew, was tight-lipped, and stress
lines were in his face. Only Mayhew, was
calm and unworried. Regardless of out-
ward similarity, there was surely a differ-
ence in the two men, Roberts thought.
Mayhews, was more like the old, confident,
sure Mayhew.

AYHEW, suddenly observed an
error far back in his manipula-
tions and angrily wiped the

board clean, then began over, piling up
the incomprehensible structure of trans-

finite conceptions that would explain the’

presence of the duplications.

But shortly, Mayhew, stopped him and
pointed out another error he had just
made.

“We won’t get anywhere this way,”
said Mayhew,. “We need a slight drink.”

“Drink ? Not now—"

“Remember how we clinched the final
dope that made the Raft tick? Two weeks
of solid, bone-dry working without suc-
cess, and then just one little Tantalus
Special did the trick. Remember?”

Mayhew, suddenly grinned, relaxed.
“Okay, pal, you win. Let’s go.”

The Mayhews rose, linked arms and
went out the door. Drangue watched them
go with -an exasperated scowl. But
Roberts had brightened perceptibly.
“We'll get results now,” he said. “That’s
the way it goes with Mayhew. I’ve seen
him stew until he comes to a slow boil,
then he tells the whole business to go to
the devil and goes out for a drink. When
he comes back, he’s got it. That's May-
hew. Let’s go down and have one on the
house.”

Drangue shrugged and followed him
out. He had become convinced that this
ship would be their eternal tomb.

The Mayhews made their way toward
the bar, passing along the promenade deck.

Mayhew, observed the increasing stares.
“We'd better say you are my twin.”

“Why? Let ’em think they’re drunk.”

When the first Trans-Astra ships be-
gan to cross unbelievable spans of the
void in an instant, something became
lacking in space travel. Hence, aboard
the Express the instant of time required
for travel was distorted—for most, the
illusion of a week’s journey to Tantalus
made a satisfactory trip.

In the bar the light was pleasantly
diffuse and subdued. A dozen other people
were seated about the room.

Mayhew, was well . into his second
Tantalus Special, and Mayhew, was be-
ginning his fourth—evidently the differ-
ences in their recent lines had produced
many temperamental dissimilarities—
when their thoughts were interrupted by
the arrival of a couple who came up next
to them at the bar. It was Susan Dawn-
ing and a companion.

“I didn’t know you were twins, Mr.
Mayhew,” said Susan. “Or am I seeing
double ?”

“No, there are really two of us. Identi-
cal twins. This is my brother, Mr. May-
hew.”

Mayhew, nodded enthusiastically.
“Identical twins—that’s right. Have a
slug of dishwater on us? Who’s your
friend ?”

Susan Dawning introduced them to
James Darrell, the author, and he was
obviously neither charmed nor delighted
to see either Mayhew, though he said he
was.

“This all seems rather thrilling,” said
Susan. “I think it would help business if
the company arranged for every ship ta
get lost. These trips become so boring.”

Mayhew, growled his dislike for people
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who were eternally “thrilled”. “Suppose
we don’t get back at all,” he said. “Would
that be thrilling, too?”

“Well, hardly. But I'm sure there’s not
the slightest chance of that with Mr. May-
hew, the great scientist, taking care of
us.”

Then her eves clouded with puzziement.
“But which one of you s Mr. Mayhew,
the scientist?”

“He is,” said both Mayhews simul-
taneously.

Before Susan Dawning could reply, one
of the MC’s came in from the adjacent
lounge and spoke to her. “They’re asking
for you to come back and sing. They are
some of the most unstable ones that War-
ren is concerned about. He thinks you're
good for them.”

“Of course, John. I should have known
better than to leave.”

The girl left her glass on the bar and
followed the MC into the next lounge.
Mayhew, paid no attention until he
noticed his companion watching Susan
intently.

“Let’s go in and hear her,” said May-
hews,. “I've always liked her singing and
acting, but I've never heard her in person
before.”

Mayhew, scowled. “That torch smger?
She hasn't got the slightest suggestion of a
brain. This is all just a ‘thril’ to her and
a chance for more publicity. Didn’t you
hear what she said?”

“It’s funny,” said Mayhewa> slowly.
“Now, I never suspected myself as being
neurotic. Getting a look at yourself re-
veals things—"

“Who's neurotic?” :

“You're taking things entxrely too
aenously =

“I just said that—"

“1 know.”

“Well, what’s that got to do w1th e

“Miss Dawning seems to me to be a
very competent and stable young woman,”
said Mayhew,. “Let’s hear her sing.”

They wandered towards the doorway
into the lounge where sixty or seventy of
the passengers were gathered. Susan had
already begun her song. As Mayhew,
watched the passengers he could under-
stand Warren's intense concern. Telltale
Iines of worry and fear were upon their
faces. Here was the nuocleus of panic that
could sweep the ship disastrously.

But as the girl sang, he saw the lines of
tension and fear relax somewhat.

This was a typical cross section of the
passenger group. A dozen busines men on
vacation ; students; playboys; one or two
old couples on anniversary trips.

Somehow, Mayhew, observed, the girl
had the ability to reach them all. Her clear
soprano voice had good musical quality,
far different from that of many of her
competitors. He watched the face of May-
hew, as Susan sang.

The other’s face was lighted with en-
thusiasm and when she finished he clap-
ped loudly. “That girl’s got something,”
he said. “Did you watch the faces of those
people as she sang? She’s got some-
thing 1”

of inebriety in Mayhew,, vanished.

He frowned as he watched the
steady stream of metamorphosing equa-
tions pour forth under the fingers of May-
hew,. Complicated transformations of
transfinite expressions spread unintelligi-
ble configurations before them.

“Nowhere do you see an expression for
a duplicate member of a set which has re-
volved through the imferim and returned
to its original set,” said Mayhews,

“You know,” said Mayhew,, “this
cowld mean that all of our past under-
standing of transfinite processes with re-
spect to the operation of these ships has
been fallacious. We've never really been
sure of our interpretation anyway—in
spite of what we've confidently told the
public.”

B ACK in the control room ail traces
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“So’ Then what is the correct mterpre-

?,)

“Suppose that the set you belong to is
not the one from which this Express
originated. These two elements originated
in different Aleph-Nulls. Then it’s pos-
sible that something was wrong and is
still wrong, preventing this ship from
getting back to its own Aleph-Null.”

“Then that would mean that you and I
are not exactly duplicates but individuals
—and likewise for every other element of
our set. It doesn’t make sense.”

“Wait a minute. Actually, there’s no
reality in the thing we'’re talking about—
at least from the Aleph-Null viewpoint.
But we know that from the Aleph-Null
viewpoint all the sets of Aleph-Null ap-
pear as unity, just as in C all the sets of C
appear as one. But from here we can
understand that an Aleph-Null number of
Aleph-Null sets exists, and in each of
them are a Carl Mayhew and a Tantalus
Exptess undergoing simultaneous and
duplicate experiences.

“But suppose, now, that these Aleph

Null number of Express ships left the
Aleph-Null number of Tantaluses and
started for their own Earths—suppose
that one of them, this one, got side-
tracked and couldn’t find the way back to
its own Aleph-Null set. So when I call
yot, expecting to find a place waiting for
us I find that one of the other ships has
_already landed there.”

“That would mean that somewhere
there is an Aleph-Null set without an Ex-
press—and without a Carl Mayhew, or
any of these other people—"

“Right. Hence the problem is still that
of the needle in an infinity of haystacks,
finding the one Aleph-Null set that does
not have an Express.”

“No—no—" Mayhew;, suddenly stood
up and strode around the room, thrusting
his fingers through his hair. “Even if it
happened that way, the guide beam from
that particular Aleph-Null set would be

"zero Expresses.

reachmg out and we could fol]ow it in”

“Not necessarily. An Aleph-Null num-
ber of guide beams have been turned off.
Stibtract Aleph-Null from Aleph-Null
and you get anything from zero to Aleph-
Null. In this case you apparently get zero
for some reason or other.”

“The whole idea is nuts. Suppose it
happened that way. You were back in
your Aleph-Null of which there was only
one perceptible because all the Aleph-Nuil
sets registered as unity. Al right, there
were still an Aleph-Null number of Ex-
presses distributed ameng the Alephs in
the C set, so that from the Aleph-Null
viewpoint all Expresses were present and
accounted for.”

“Uh-huh,” said Mayhew,, “except that
you are forgetting the one Express that
was -in C%.”

“So what? Aleph Null minus one is
still Aleph Null.”

“If you follow that to its logical con=
clusion then we are extra and there is no
Aleph-Null set to which we can return!
Maybe what happened was equivalent to
adding one to the set of Aleph-Null num-
ber of universes in which the transfer took
place.”

“Couldn’t do. ‘That would make it a
separate and distinct entity, no longer pos-
sessing congruency with the other sets of
Aleph-Null.”

“Maybe that’s why we can’t find It
Somewhere there is this unique set with
And while, as Peano
showed centuries ago, zero is a number,
it is unique in having no predecessor,
That fact would render this particular
set unique,”

“No. That's impossible. If it hap-
pened in one Aleph-Null set it would hap-
pen to all. There is no event that can
be unique to one number of a set in that
manner.”

~“I fail to see why not. You just stated
yourself that the subtraction of one unit
would not alter the cardinality of the set,
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But what happens to this subtracted unit?
It’s got to continue in existence.”

“Ah—there you have it, my boy,”
said Mayhew, in ponderous tones.
“State in exact, semantically exact terms,
the meaning of existence.”

- “Yeah,” said Mayhew, dourly. “I
know what you mean. But we still
‘haven’t got anywhere.”

They dropped into silence; then May-
hewy, said, “Frankly, I'm convinced
there’s no way out of it. I think I'm
going to have to put up with you for the
rest of my life. But don’t think I'm
going to split my pay check with you.”

“Your paycheck! Now just who works
for Trans-Astra?”

“That should make a neat problem.”

“The situation is impossible.”

“Right. But there’s not a thing to do
about it. We've got an extra ship. Per-
haps there’s a set minus one. If so,
we'll never find it. Regardless, the only
thing is for us to go back and take up
our duplicate existences. We can’t spend
the rest of our lives out here, and you
know perfectly well we’ll never find the
mythical set which is minus its Express.”

“It'd ruin Trans-Astra. The question
of splitting our—my paycheck would be
insignificant. How about Governor Wes-
son, for example? He comes back and
finds there’s already a Governor Wes-
son occupying his office—not to mention
his bed and board. What would his wife
do with two husbands? In some cases
the doubles might decide the world wasn’t
big enough to hold both of them. Take
that guy Jeff Wicks, for example. His
two halves would probably kill each other
off.”

“No loss.”

“Maybe not. But a big stink. And
how about two Susan Dawnings?”

“Now, brother, you’re talking. I'm
going to call Jack Sebastian and break the
news about this business to him gently—
unless you have objections?”’

Mayhew, waved away the question. He
was sick of the whole incomprehensible
problem. He knew they couldn’t take
all these duplicated people back to Earth.
Yet what else was there to do? Any-
way it wouldn’t hurt to let Mayhew,
wrestle with the problem for a while.

In a moment the screen lighted and the
face of Jack Sebastian appeared. He rec-
ognized Mayhew. “Hello, Chief. What’s
up?”’

“I’'m coming back—eventually, but
there’s—ah—a problem you should know
about—"

“Back? Where've you been? I thought
you said you were going to get a load
of shuteye tonight.”

The sudden silence within the control
room of the Express was unbearable.
The two Mayhews looked at each other
and Mayhew, grew visibly paler. He
turned again to the panel in fear and ex-
asperation.

“Jack, don’t you remember?” he de-
manded. “I took the Raft out to C to
look for the missing Tantalus Express.”

“I don’t get this doubletalk, Chief. The
express came in and the Raft is here—"

Mayhew, broke the connection.

“Now you're it,” said Mayhew,

CHAPTER FIVE

Tantalus

I \OR A long time the Mayhews sat

there looking at their equations and
their fingers.

“Funny, isn’t it?” said Mayhew, at
last. “It makes you kind of homesick to
think you can’t ever get back to your own
set, to the exact place and circumstances
you've known all your life.”

“Don’t get lost in a bunch of non-
semantic nonsense. You know that state-
ment has absolutely no meaning.”

“And again, what is meaning?”

“Cut it out! Anyway, I think one of
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my points is illustrated. Our contact be-
tween here and the Alephs is absolutely
random. We are likely to pick any one
of an Aleph-Null number of worlds. So
the one you came from and the one I
came from are not the same—"

“From the C viewpoint that is true, but
they are the same from the Aleph-Null
viewpoint, remember.”

“No. There's a difference somewhere.
It’s obvious from the fact that the Ex-
press was missing from my set and not
from yours.”

They were silent again for a long time,
each considering his responsibility to-
wards the twenty-five hundred persons
aboard the Express.

Mayhew;, felt considerably sobered.
Regardless of the imtellectual interest he
had previously had in the problem he had
been merely a bystander ; the Express had
been no responsibility of his, because his
set was complete. But now the impact
of the knowledge that he, too, was a man
lost from his own set jolted that attitude
from his mind. The problem was a per-
sonzal one, now.

“Suppose we land on some distant, out-
of-the-way planet,” he said at last, “and
wreck the ship, telling the passengers it
was accidental. It might not be so bad
starting up a new world that way.”

“That may be the only practical answer
in the end,” said Mayhew,, “but I don’t
believe we Imve the moral right to make
the decision. I believe we should try
everything else possible first and then if
we still fail we can put the problem up
to the people—let them decide if they want
to go back and try to live duplicate lives
or go to some distant planet.™

“Actually, T wonder if we still have
any reality. I wonder if we are not just
mathematical shadows—"

Their speculations were suddenly broken
off by the entrance of Drangue. They had
not seen him since they had previously
left the control room.

“I've been looking all over for you,”
said Drangue. “I've just talked with
Woarren, the psychologist. He says that
we've got to get out of here and go to
some familiar place, and do it fast. The
emotional potential of the passengers has
accumulated to some high point on a
scale that he has, which means that there’s
going to be assorted riots, mutiny and
general bloodshed if we don’t move out of
this gray stuff.”

“I've been afraid of something like
this,” said Mayhew,.

Drangue said, “Warren suggested a
return to Tantalus if we can’t go back to
Earth.”

Mayhew, rose and went outside the
control room to the mezzanine overlook-
ing the main lounge and the promenade
deck. From where he stood he could see
little gatherings of eight or ten persons.
He couldn’t hear what they were saying,
but in their sharp, nervous gestures he
could feel the building up of panic. He
had sensed it when he first came aboard,
and down in the lounge it had been al-
most unbearable until Susan had quieted
it. Now it was ready to spill over and
wreak havoc aboard the ship.

He guessed there would be a storm-
ing of the control room with seemingly
rational demands to know what was going
on. Then there would be threats, physical
violence, and finally would come general
rioting.

He shuddered. Sometimes he wished
he had gone more deeply into psychology.
Certainly the complexities of the trans-
finite were no greater than the unknown
realms of the human brain.

He returned to the control room. “It
locks as if Warren's rightt We can go
back to Tantfalus for a time. Perhaps
that would be the most logical thing to do
anyway. We can turn them loose among
the Pleasure Regions and that should cool
them off considerably. In the meantime,
we may be able to work this out.”
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his as he uitered the last few words. “I
wouldn't count on that too much,” said
Mayhew;, slowly. “P'm convinced that

- the problem is insoluble. I’'m serious in
saying that we’ll have to face the facts
of our duplicate existence.”

“We've got to give ourselves every pos-
sible chance to find an answer,” said May-
hew, tensely. “We haven’t done that,
yet. Drangue, make the necessary an-
nouncements to the passengers. Tell them
we have made sufficient repairs or some-
thing to enable us to return to Tantalus.
Tell them that we will complete the work
there and return to Earth as soon as
possible.”

There was a silence.

Dubiously, Drangue moved to do as he
was bidden.

ANTALUS!
In scarlet letters the name stood

out in space like a great neon sign
a hundred thousand miles across. And it

revolved slowly about the planet like the .

rings of Saturn.

The creation of Tantalus was the work
of an interstellar council on recreation.
It had come to the attention of the gov-
ernments of the worlds that in spite of
the social advancement of the past cen-
turies the supplying of entertainment to
the masses of the people was still a hap-
hazard, unscientiﬁc and often dangerouis
ProCess.

And so Tantalus had been built—a sci-
entific dream world to serve the Universe.
It was designed on psychological prin-
ciples to relax and relieve, to fulfill in a
socially desirable manner the unsatisfied
and unattainable longings of the multi-
tudes who sought its pleasures. A week-
end on Tantalus, the Pleasure Planet, was
guaranteed to renew the weariest of men.

Slowly, Roberts brought the great ship
into the port of Tantalus as Drangue re-

The eyes of Mayhewb were mtent upon :

'ported their. emergency srtuatlon to the -

register clerk. He learned there were
about thirty-six houts before the regularly
scheduled run of the Express.

Mayhew, looked significantly at May-
hew, as Drangue reported the time.

“There’s your absolute limit. Thirty-
six hours. In that time you’ve got to solve
some mathematical problems that haven’t
been solved in ten years of transfinite
travel. . It can’t be done. And even if it
is you don’t know what the answer will
mean with regard to this misplaced Ex-
press. Why don’t you tell the people the
truth? This double existence isn’t going
to be so bad. I'm even beginning to like
you.”

“T thought we settled that a while ago.
You may like this double existence, but
most of these people wouldn’t. Come on,
let’s get busy.”

The ship was always brought back to
No at a distance from Tantalus, so that
the illusion of normal travel and arrival
could be maintained. As Roberts low-
ered the ship into its landing cradle they
heard the rumble of the multiple gang-
ways being extended to all levels of the
ship for disembarkation. The Mayhews
resumed work at the calculator. The other
four men in the room remained with them,
but the passengers poured from the ship
as if fleeing from some unknown hotrer.

As the hours lengthened and the natural
night of the planet approached, it became
obvious to both Mayhews that they were
getting nowhere in their manipulations.
They had suceeeded in obtaining a statie
expression for an N element in C° but
they had been unable to obtain any simul-
taneous expression for the condition of
the N set with one element removed to
C% And it locked very much as if the
problem could be shown to be insoluble.

As they sat staring at the meaningless

_equations, the door of the control room

slowly opened. In surprise, they looked
up and saw Susan Dawning.




“I hope I'm not intruding,” she said
softly.

“I’'m afraid you are,” said Mayhew,.
“We're very busy. Will you please
leave ?”

“Just a minute,” said Mayhew,. He
rose and extended a hand to Susan. “My
brother’s temper is a bit short today.
We've been having a slight struggle with
this broken-down buggy we’re aboard.
What can we do for you?”

“I don’t know anything about the ‘tre-
mendous complexities of what you are
doing,” said Susan. “But I am aware
that something extremely unusual has
gone wrong—something you haven't quite
told us the whole truth about. Am I
right?”

Mayhew;, nodded slowly
very perceptive, but—"

“In which case the fate of all of us
depends upon your finding the answer
to the difficulty. You've been working
steadily for six hours since we landed. I

“You are

don’t believe even your brains are cap-
y P

able of working efficiently at such a pace
much longer. So I'm inviting you to ‘take
a little time off and join me in oneé’ of
the Pleasure Regions—and perhaps' din-
ner after. For the good of all of us aboard
the Express, you understand.”

Mayhew, began an answer that turned
into a muffled explosion as Mayhew;, cut
him off. “That would be an excellent
idea,” the latter said. “I was just think-

ing that our brains had about ground
themselves down to a slow stop. What
do you say?” ‘

Mayhew, made no answer for a mo-
ment, then he slapped the release key of .

the calculator board in a gesture of ad- .

mitted defeat and rose. Their last two .
hours had been absolutely futile.

He nodded. “I guess - need it all
right. Come on, you guys.” He beck-
oned to the captain and the technicians
whose silent presence he had almost for-
gotten. “Let’s knock off for a while.”

Outside, Susan said, “I don’t know how
in the world anyone ever tells you May-
hews apart. I wouldn’t have the slightest
idea whether I was talking to Mayhew .
the scientist, or Mayhew the —” ‘

“Mathematician,” said Mayhew,. “But:
it isn’t necessary to tell us apart. One
will do about as well as the other in
most cases.”

“Except love.”

“What?”

“Didn’t you ever fall in love? It would
make a difference then who’s who.”

“We're the bachelor type,” said May-
hew,. “Strictly the bachelor type.” '

USAN made no comment until they -
reached the checking center. “I:i

thought we might go to the Music of -

the Spheres Region,” she said. “Would

you care for that?”
“That’d be fine,”

said Mayhew;,. “But
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we’ll have to get a psych check first. They
might not permit it.” »

“Do I have to be checked again? I
was just here.”

“Yes. It's required every time you
come.”

A continuous stream of people was
moving along the walks towards the
psychological checking center, the only
mundane note on the whole planet. Here
each applicant for entrance into the Re-
gions of Pleasure was checked mentally
and physically, advised as to the regions
he could enter with most benefit and pro-
hibited from any activity that would be
harmful. The checking was entirely im-
personal and automatic. A machine made
a rapid analysis of the brain-wave pat-
terns, and rendered a form verdict based
upon the analysis.

As the Mayhews came out of the check-
ing booths they noted the list of activi-
ties approved for each of them. They
had identical special analyses, a service
rendered in particularly difficult cases.

It read: “Extreme tension exists as the
result of conflicting drives, whose resolu-
tion appears as an insoluble problem.
Psychiatric procedure advised. Advisable
Pleasure Region sequence as follows:
First day : Music of the Spheres, forty-five
minutes; Gardens of Delight, optional
time ; Cafe of Heaven.

“Nice program they have outlined for
us,” said Mayhew,. “I wouldn’t mind
going through the whole thing. It would
probably do us some good. Apparently,
we’re more than slightly neurotic accord-
ing to this analysis.”

“Yes, but the program is laid out for
a whole week and we only have thirty
‘hours to stay here.”

Inside the building housing the entrance
to the Music of the Spheres Region, they
were assigned dressing rooms where they
donned the briefest of costumes to allow
them the benefit of the radiation in the
Region. Then they stepped onto the

escalator leading up to the takeoff dais:

As they stood in line before the take-
off tube, Susan was first with Mayhews
and Mayhew, behind her. Watching his
companions, Ma);hew,, decided that there
could be no mistaking their response to
each other. It was becoming intensified
with every passing moment. And it mysti-
fied him. Mayhew;, couldn’t rationally
consider the attaction of the actress as
more than sheer biclogy. There was no
question of her attractiveness from that
viewpoint.

But she lived in a world that didn’t
exist for Mayhew,, and she could never
hope to gain any adequate conception of
his. Her attitude towards men was cer-
tainly neurotic, considering the number
of times her highly publicized romances
had nearly—but not quite—culminated in
marriage.

He didn’t understand it.

Abruptly, they were at the head of
the line. Susan stepped into the trans-
parent, cylindrical chamber at the end
of the platform. She put her arms above
her head and waved gaily to them. Then
she was gone as she shot upward with
incredible speed into the pink light that
bathed her from overhead. :

The light vanished and Mayhew,
stepped into the chamber. The process was
repeated and he likewise vanished up-
ward. Finally, Mayhew, stepped in.

He extended his arms above his head
as the others had done. He glanced mo-
mentarily upward at the endless expanse
that stretched above him, merging with
the space in the cylinder until the cylinder
appeared no more. Then suddenly the
pink light flashed about him and he was
soaring upward.

There was just an instant of vertigo;
then it was gone and he was soaring up-
ward on godlike wings into a vague,
enormous space. There was light here,
diffuse and without source, as if it were
a property of space itself. As he sped
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onward, the pink deepened and he felt
the beneficent rays tingling against his
skin, renewing his energies.

There was no sign of his companions.
For a moment he drifted in solitude, his
mind at peace. There were no bounds to
the infinite depths about him. And in
this world of light and endless space there
were myriad, multi-hued spheres rotating
and dancing about at random, like planets
that had escaped the laws of celestial me-
chanics. He darted headlong towards one
of the globes. It remained stationary un-
til he was almost upon it and then it
soared upwards and away, at the same
time emitting a tinkling of elfin music
from its depths. -

He did not pursue the elusive sphere,
but continued his headlong flight. Shortly
the pink began to dim and darken and
he found himself entering a region tinged
with green. It was pleasant and soothing.
He slowed his mad plunging through

space and spiraled slowly into the depths-

of the green region until the color dark-
ened like the depths of the sea.

Here in this quiet seclusion he came
to rest and the waves of sudden music
burst upon his senses. Low and almost
inaudible at first, there was the sound
as of some mighty, distant organ and he
recognized the sound of its music: “The
Sunken Bell.”

He closed his eyes and rested, motion-
less and without burden in that sea-green
space, and as the organ notes mounted
to crescendo they burst over him with
great waves of sound that rocked him with
their might, bathing and cleansing his
soul of its cares.

An eternity later the peaceful music
broke into raw miner chords that roused
him from his lethargy. Slowly but in-
sistently, it impelled him to sear onward
and seek other regions.

WITHOUT regret he resumed his
flight, and presently came to an area of

yellow where flaming fire seemed to hang
in the space about him. The sourceless
light flamed and died and burned bright
again, challenging, exhilarating.

Many darting figures were visible now
and he suddenly found himself near his
companions. They were toying with the
spheres, soaring after them amidst the
thunderous, triumphal music that washed
over them.

He watched Susan. Like a slim god-
dess in the sky she was hurtling above him
in pursuit of a silver globe, and, suddenly
triumphant, she seized it and bore it aloft
in her outstretched hands, arcing through
the heavens like Diana with her moon
globe.

Impulsively, Mayhew, sped. after a
flaming sun globe. It leaped ahead of him
like a living thing, and its fiery prom-
inences lashed out at him. Willing him-
self to a titanic burst of speed, he caught

- the sun, and hurled it across the vault

of space where Mayhew;, soared.

Mayhew, caught the flaming sphere
and darted exultantly after the moon-god-
dess, Susan. _

In contrast to the world of sea-quiet
peace that Mayhew, had left, this was a
world of flame and violent motion where
men were gods, at once omnipotent and
all-wise.

Then Mayhew, watched the image of
his duplicate soar to the heights where
Susan’s flight had carried her. He snatch-
ed away the silver globe and darted down-
ward. Instantly, Susan swooped after
him, as if she were Diana in pursuit of
Apollo.

She caught up with Mayhew, and flung
her arms about him in a wild, exultant
embrace. And time seemed to stand still
for Mayhew, as he watched the flight
of the two figures. Mayhew;, like some
fallen god hurtling head downwards to-
wards a flaming purgatory, bearing the
treacherous goddess who laughingly cling
to him.
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CHAPTER SIX

" The Face of Terror

HAT evening calamity struck as

I the three dined in the Cafe of

=, Heaven. The menu was that pre-
pared for those who had visited the Music
of the Spheres Region and the Gardens
of Delight. It was scientifically concocted
to carry out the physical and psycholog-
ical processes begun by these entertain-
ment, regions.

While they ate, they watched a three-
dimensional televised show broadcast from
Earth. Mayhew, watched it without at-
tention until a sudden announcement star-
tled him to alertness.

“Our next number is sung by the dar-
ling. of the airscreens. We give you
Susan Dawning!” .

Instantly, a lifelike image of Susan

Dawning appeared in the center of a
bubble of light projected in the middle
of the room. A song began in the well-
known voice of Susan. It was a plain-
tive song about some forgotten love. But
the first words were scarcely uttered
when Susan stood up between the May-
hews and exclaimed, “That’s an impostor !
I'm Susan Dawning!”
- Oblivious to the interruption, the im-
age went on, but every eye in the room
turned towards the figure in white who
strode towards the center of the room
and slapped her hand through the im-
material image.

“Stop this!” she demanded of the en-
tertainment director, who came running
forward to see what the trouble was.

Mayhew, groaned audibly. “The fat’s
in the fire.” Then he looked at May-
hew,. “You get it out,” he said mean-
ingly.

“Me? Why me?”

“Heaven only knows. But you've got
the power. I didn’t miss that scene in
the Region. Get going before the whole

thing is tumbling down on our heads.”

Mayhew, nodded and slipped away to
the center of confusion about the still
singing télevised figure.

He grasped her arm. “It’s probably
only a recording, Susan. Don’t you rec-
ognize one of your own records?”

“Recording! I've never made one. All
my appearances have been personal. I’ll
sue this—this—"

She stopped and gazed in horrified
fascination at the singing form. The eyes,
the hair, every gesture—and then she be-
gan singing in unison while the crowd in
the Cafe stared in bewilderment at the
twin figures singing their strange duet,
one real, one an image of light.

When it was done, Susan said in a
small voice, “It’s me. Carl, it is. How—"

She stared past him to Mayhew, sit-
ting like a stone image at the table they
had left. Her gaze returned to Mayhew,
and her hand suddenly raised to her
mouth to cut off a sharp exclamation of
horror. “No, Carl! That isn’t what’s
happened—"

“Come on, Susan, please. We will give
you all the explanations we have. Please
come quickly and let’s not make any more
disturbance.”

As if sleepwalking, she allowed herself
to be led back to the table to Mayhew,.
Then, before any of them had a chance to
speak, a new blast exploded in their
midst. As the image of Susan Dawning
finished another song, an announcer ap-
peared.

“We have a news bulletin, ladies and
gentlemen, reporting the tragic death of
beloved Calvert Mason, well known phil-
anthropist and Director of Semantic Re-
lations at the Universal Embassy. Mr.
Mason’s body was found in the library of
his home this afternoon with a knife
wound in the back. His nephew, Goeffrey
Wicks, is being held and has confessed
to the murder, explaining that Mason had
cut him out of his will and refused to
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“give him any more money for gambling
_debts. Not only tragic because it brought
death to Mr. Mason, but because it is
the first instance of murder in over a
decade—"

Across the room a sudden hurricane of
confusion began as Calvert Mason jumped
to his feet and exclaimed, “What sort of
preposterous nonsense is this?”

“Let’s get out of here,” whispered
Mayhew, hoarsely. “We've got to get
everyone aboard the ship and leave
Tantalus.”

“Carl—” Susan’s face was white.

“Darling, there’s just no time to ex-
plain now,” said Mayhews,.

They made their hurried exit from the
building and ran along the gaily lighted
ways that led to the ship. When they
reached the control room of the Express
Drangue was already there in a heated
argument with Roberts,

“Mayhew !” Roberts exclaimed. “Am
I glad you showed up! This—this trolley
~man insists that we should simply take
off for Earth in the usual manner now
that we’re here. I've been trying to con-
“vince him that’s wrong, but he insisted
he was going to do it in spite of you.”

Drangue reddened and looked flustered.

'“T didn’t say that—exactly. I said
this situation is no different than any of
- the hundreds of other times that we’ve
“been here ready to take off for Earth.”
“Look, Drangue,” said Mayhew, even-
rly. “It is different. Take my word for
(it if you can’t figure it out for yourself,
but the existence of us two Mayhews
ought to convince you. On the Earth that
belongs to this set there is a duplicate
of each of us. We just saw the duplicate
~ Susan and we just heard a news flash that
Jeff Wicks killed Calvert Mason—the
Wicks and Mason on Earth, that is. The
noncongruency of events is beginning to
catch up with us.”

“Then what are we to do?” pleaded

Drangue. “We just can mot go back.”

“For the time being I want you to

issue a call for every passenger and crew:

member to report back immediately andi

we’ll take off as soon as they’re alli

aboard.” '
“For where?”

“Well tell you later. Tell them the

ship has been repaired and we are ready,

to take them to—their destination.”
The Mayhews left Drangue to carry!

out the orders and sought an isolated!

. spot in the ship. There, they stood look-!

ing out over the vast expanse of buildings|
containing or leading to the various re-|
gions of pleasure. The passengers began|
to stream back towards the Express asj
Drangue’s message went out,

“About Susan,” Mayhew, said sud—'
denly.

Mayhew, turned slowly. “What about |
Susan?” he said. _

“It’s—well, it’s just not Mayhew.” .

Mayhew;, looked out over the city,|
then back at Mayhew,. “It’s going to be
hard for us to get along in some ways.:
Probably the best thing for us to do will:
be to separate. We're always going to!
be figuring out what the other guy ought:
to say and think and do. But it can’ti
be so. We've split like Siamese twins!

and our differing experiences will even-:

tually produce two entirely different hu-:
man beings. What I’m getting at is that!
while Susan may be a pain in the neck
to you, I—well, I'm going te ask her toi
marry me when and if we get out of this|
mess. To point out that she has proved:
herself the sanest one aboard this ship,
that she has exhibited more stability and|
intelligence than any girl I've—we've—
met before would be superfluous. Nor isi
it necessary to present psychological ex-:
planations for her highly publicized career!
in the past, though they exist quite ade-:
quately. In short, falling in love hasi
never required an excuse, so I’'m afraid!
the subject is just sort of taboo between:
us from now on. See what I mean?”|

-
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“¥eah—1I see what you mean. You are

: Well, good luck, pal.”
“Thanks.”

e I \HE PASSENGERS were stream-
ing back now, some eager to get
aboard in the belief that Drangue’s

message meant they were leaving for
home, some reluctant to enter the ship
of fear again. The Mayhews wondered
what the reaction would be when the ex-
act mature of their situation was revealed
and each person knew that he would
have to live in the universe with his
duplicate.

They heard a sudden step behind them
and Roberts found them in the semi-
darkness by the window.

“I've been looking all over for you.
I want to show you something after our
little argument with Drangue. I think
I’ve found a clue to the way out.”

“Let’s see.” Mayhew, took the papers
which Roberts waved excitedly. He scan-
ned the transfinite equations.

“It’s like this,” said Roberts. “I’'ve
been trying to figure out why we were
still duplicated when we landed on Tan-
talus. We know that we are in one of
the Aleph-Null sets where we should fit
in. Theoretically, since Ny plus one is
still. No we should not be duplicates
now.”

Mayhew;, shook his head. “Your
reasoning is wrong. We have just been
thrashing out another point based on the
same fact—the fact that divergent ex-
perience has destroyed our one-to-one
correspondence.”

“I know. After thinking about it I
could see it was absurd to think that
merely coming down to an Aleph-Null
set would suddenly combine elements
seventeen thousand light years apart. It
would be a question of who would com-
bine with whom, and how would they
get together over that span of space, and
a lot of other impossible considerations.”

“Right."

“Okay. But now look. What would
happen if we reversed our time coordi-
nates to the exact instant when the other
Express landed at the Terminal after
the original departure from Tantalus—
what would happen if at that precise in-
stant, we also returned to the Terminal ?”

For a moment the Mayhews stared at
the young technician in silence. At last
Mayhews, said, “I don’t know. Do your
equations indicate an answer?”

“Yes. They indicate a reduction of
Aleph Null to unity in the Aleph-Null
set.”

“That’s to be expected.”

“No, it isn’t. Look what happens when
we leave out the congruence of time and
spatial relationship. That’s what we have
right now in our landing on Tantalus. We
have gone into another Aleph set not
identical with any previously known. It
had to be that way because this set just
didn’t exist previously with duplicates in
it. Our coming has created a whole new
universe!”

“Let me see those figures!” Both May-
hews bent over the sheets intently in the
dim light and pondered the equations
and their tremendous implications. It cer-
tainly looked as if Roberts’ work was
pointing the way out. 5

Mayhew, finally said, “It’s worth a
try. We can’t lose.”

“How about the position of the peo-
ple within the ship?” asked Roberts. “It
would be hopeless to get them individually
in the same positions. I've been trying to
figure out the results both ways, but I
can’t see it.”

“It wouldn’t make any difference,”
said Mayhews,. ‘“Equation one twenty-
three there shows that it’s not the ma-
terial elements of the ship in relationship
to each other that matter but, rather,
the position of the field that the entire
structure represents. If that coincides
with the other field, unity will result.”
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“I’'m wondering what will happen to
us,” said Mayhew,, glancing at his
double.

“Why, there will continue to be two of
us,” said Mayhew,. “Equation two forty-
one here allows for the substitution of
duplicates from other sets without reduc-
tion to unity. That’s what will happen
to us. Let’s work it out in detail and
see—"

He was suddenly interrupted by the
hurried approach of Drangue. “Mayhew!
Come quickly!” the Captain demanded.
“Jeff Wicks has murdered Calvert Mason
and escaped with Susan Dawning in one
of the Rafts!”

Mayhew,, leaped up, his face blanched.
“Come on! We'll follow in the other
Raft.. Drangue—take the Express out to
C set and wait for us there!”

Roberts and Mayhew, had \diﬂiculty in
keeping up with Mayhew, as he sped
down the ramps and corridors of the
ship towards the port where the remain-
ing Raft lay.

“All of us had better go,” said May-
hewy,. “We’ll need all the brains avail-
able to track them down. That fool Wicks
hasn’t the slightest notion of what he’s
doing.”

Mayhews, took the controls; Mayhew,
and Roberts took up their places behind
in the small control area.

“Swing through the sets of C,” sug-
gested Mayhew,. “If Wicks started
punching buttons at random that’s prob-
ably where he’s roaming right now. Our
only hope is that the guide beam doesn’t
fade out.”

“It shouldn’t. It was built to be as
permanent as that of the Express.”

“Jeff might find a way to kill it.”

“He doesn’t know that much about it.
The fool must have been drunk or crazy
to run off into the sets that way.”

“You can be sure he was drunk—but
I can’t figure out Susan. Why did she
run off with him?”

Mayhew,’s lips were set. “Heaven o'nly
knows, but she had a reason. You can
bank on that. I'd like to know where
Jeff thinks he’s going.”

“I’d say that he doesn’t,” said Rob-
erts. “Just panic flight reaction.”

The others agreed, then fell silent
while they watched the indicator as the
counting of the Ny sets progressed. After
a dozen counting cycles, Mayhew, turned
it off. “They aren’t in an Aleph-Null set.
You’re probably right—he must have ac-
cidentally shifted to C°.”

“Set it to count the C sets.”

Mayhew, rearranged the circuit con-
figuration and resumed the operation of
the counter circuits. They waited expec-
tantly for the kick of the needle and the
automatic indication of the set containing
the Raft.

hand grew white as he clenched the

end of the control desk. The count-
ing cycle passed without an indication of
the vagrant Raft. Another cycle began
and ran its course.

“The thing couldn’t simply have van-
ished,” said Mayhew, “It's got to be
in existence somewhere.”

“Look,” said Mayhew,, “do you re-
member exactly how the controls were set
up on your Raft when you left it?”

“Sure, they were set to count and find
the set of the Express. No, wait a min-
ute, the counting circuit was off because
you gave me the coordinates and I simply
followed the guide beam in.”

“All right. Suppose Jeff got in and
took a hasty look at the panel gnd saw
the Start button. He would push it
Where would that take him with the set-
up you had?”

“Why—to the Express. In that case,
he wouldn’t have moved anywhere.”

“But he did move. Where could he
have gone then?”

“The Raft must have jumped a couple

SLOWLY the knuckles of Mayhewy’s



40

SUPER SCIENCE STORIES

of sets, but that seems impossible.”

“Maybe not. The Express engines
were idling, and for all we know they
still contain the same defect that made
the ship jump sets the first time. That
might have caused the Raft to jump.”

“Well, it’s worth a try,” said Mayhews,.
He reset the controls and returned the
Raft to the side of the Express at 'the
opposite port where the missing Raft
had been.

He set up the board as it had been in
his own Raft, then punched the Start
button. .

In that instant Mayhew, knew he had
been right. A terrible crushing force bore
down upon each molecule of his being
with intolerable destructiveness. It lasted
for loﬁly ‘a minute, then they were at
the bottom of a sea of blood-red liquid.
The scarlet hue burned into their eyes
even through their lids and the vertigo
of weightlessness sickened them.

Slowly the Raft seemed to be rising
in that eternal world of sickening red.
It rose and the liquid thinned until it
was no more and the Raft was on a vast
sphere whose horizons were an infinity
away.

“Mayhew! There’s Susan!” Roberts’
sudden exclamation whirled them about
to face the direction of his pointing finger.
But they could see nothing but the bright
alien sky beyond the horizon.

“What are you talking about?” de-
manded Mayhew,.

“I saw her, I tell you. She was stand-
ing outside the Raft for just an instant
pressing her face against the mesh, beg-
ging to get in. Then she was gone.”

Mayhew, felt a prickling cold wave
traverse his spine. The higher the step
in the hierarchy of the transfinite, the
more ghostly it seemed. But it was
impossible that Susan could have been
out there. Life outside the Raft would be
impossible. :

“I tell you I saw her—"

Mayhew, set the counter in operation
again, with the necessary adjustments,
and it had scarcely been turned on when
the indicator swung over and held steady
on the pin.

“We've got them!” he exclaimed.

Swiftly, he manipulated the controls to
swing them into the samé C° set as the
other Raft. As he did so, the needle
swung back towards zero on the indicator,
but the Raft had been set in motion to
arrive at the selected set. When it ar-
rived they saw their quarry in the midst
of that great plain on the surface of the
sphere.

But that was not what held them
speechless. Mayhew,; rose from his seat
at the control panel and cried out,
“Susan!”

The others pressed against the side
of the cage.

For there upon that endless plain was
Susan Dawning, but not Susan as they
looked for her. As far as the eye could
see there were infinite thousands of
Susans running simultaneously in waves
across the surface of that unknown world.
And in the distance the Raft bearing Jeff
Wicks was slowly vanishing from their
sight—and from Susan’s, for that was
the goal of the running Susans.

There was something infinitely appall-
ing ~about that expanse of Susans run-
ning with arms outflung towards the now
vanished Raft. As the machine disap-
peared from sight, the figures stopped
their mad flight and crumpled to the
surface of the plain.

“How can it be?” gasped Roberts. “I
don’t see—"

“She’s in a set below us,” said May-
hew,, “and somehow she’s visible to us.
We must be bridging the sets somehow. I
wouldn’t have thought it mathematically
possible.”

Then the Susans saw the second Raft
and the endless millions rose and began
running towards it.

’
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“Carl!” The smgle word uttered from

'the Aleph number of throats produced a
thunderous wave of sound.

“She can see us and we can see her,”
said Mayhew,. “But how can we ever
get to her? We can’t possibly identify
the set she’s in even if we can see her,
because there is no guide beam. I'm go-
ing out there with her.”

Mayhew, opened his mouth to speak,
-then shut it as his face distorted with
indecision. “I don’t see how she got out
of the Raft or why she left Wicks—"

Mayhew, slipped open the catch on
the door opening outward, but a sudden
change seemed to have taken place out-
side. The Susans were running in wild
flight towards the Raft, but they seemed
to be slipping farther and farther back
on all sides as if they were running on
a power treadmill that was carrying them
backward.

Again that mighty, despairing cry rose
from their throats. “Carl—help me!”

CHAPTER SEVEN

The Final Mystery

AYHEW, leaped out and ran to-

M wards them. The other two men

dared not touch the controls of

the Raft, yet they could see that the ma-

chine must be slipping from its unstable

position on the borderline between the
sets.

Mayhew, grasped the hand of the near-
est Susan and began dragging her to-
wards the machine. In turn, she grasped
her neighbor and a third was brought in
tow before the chain was breoken.

As if by the force of mighty will, May-
hew, seemed to be making headway
against the unknown currents drifiing
against him.

“Give a hand!” he called.

Roberts stepped out to the tenuous sub-
stance of the plain about them and ex-

tended a hand to the strugghng ﬁgures -

Slowly they edged back. At last they were
close enough for Mayhew, to reach out a
hand while yet maintaining hold upon
the Raft.

In a moment they were inside the
cage and the door slammed shut. Al-
most simultaneously, the infinity of
Susans vanished with a despairing wail.
The plain became a barren waste of light
and flowing, unknown forces of the
transfinite.

No one spoke as Mayhew, stepped to
the controls to bring them back to the
Express. In the crowded control area of
the Raft, the men were silent. The three
Susans sobbed quietly, looking from May-
hew, to each other in desperation. May-
hew,, impulsively reached out a hand to
comfort the nearest Susan and the pain
that came into the eyes of the others over-
whelmed him.

Incredibly, the three identical girls re-
mained as the ship passed through the
infinite sets and shifted transfinities on
the return journey.

Abruptly, Mayhew, uttered an ex-
clamation as the Raft came out into a bar-
ren area. ‘“Here’s Tantalus. 1 thought
the ship was still here, since we didn’t
detect it on the way down.”

But apparently the Tantalus Express
had left the Pleasure Planet to keep its
rendezvous somewhere in C as the May-
hews had requested. Mayhew, drove the
ship back up to the higher set and ad-
justed the counter circuit.

“It would be like that trolley conductor -
to get lost again,” muttered Roberts.

The men kept their eyes upon the in-
dicator, while the now-quiet Susans stared
unbelievingly at their surroundings.
“What were you doing in the Raft with
Wicks?” Mayhew, asked gently. “How
did you ever get out here with him?” ‘il

The girls looked at each other, then ongW
of them spoke hesitantly. “I was kid-
naped. Jeff was drunk or crazy—or both.
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He said i he took me along no one would
dare come after him because you—and
=

“We won’t have to worry about him

‘ any more, I'm sure,” said Mayhew,. To
Y wander aimlessly through eternity among
Wthe infinities would be suitable punish-
“ment for him, Mayhew, thought. But
what of the infinity of crying Susans lost
in the eternal transfinite? Were they real ?
Did those cries of anguish he had heard
have meaning? And what of the three
who had been snatched into reality by the
motion of the Raft across the transfinite?

He felt his brain involuntarily closing
the portals of thought to these questions
to which there might never be answer.
He doubted that the mathematics of the
transfinite would develop enough in a
hundred years to answer them.

And that would not help the pain in his
heart as he thought of the anguished cries
of the lost Susans—and the problems of
the three beside him. Suddenly the near-
est threw herself into his arms and cried,
and his arms folded about her, his eyes
closing to the presence of the other two.

He was brought back to the urgency of
their present condition by the muttering

- of Mayhew,. “Ten cycles and no indica-
tion of the Express!” the latter said. “The
thing is just lost again, that’s all.”

Suddenly Roberts spoke up. “T’Il bet
I know what that trolley conductor did!
When you were on Tantalus he said he
was going back to Earth regardless of
what you said. That’s what he’s done!
We'll never find the ship now, because it’s
taken up a duplicate existence in some
Aleph-Null set, and we have no means of
finding it again.”

Mayhew, sagged back in the seat. The
technician was undoubtedly right. Dran-
gue, with his utter lack of imagination and
knowledge of the transfinite, had carried
out his threat and taken the ship to Earth.

At last he said, “Well, that leaves only
us to worry about.” >

Mayhew, turned to the three girls and
said, “Back on Tantalus I promised you
an explanation of what had happened. I'm
going to give you that explanation now
and try to help you understand all its im-
plications. On Tantalus you saw an exact
duplicate of yourself doing a broadcast of
your show. And here you see two men,
my brother and me, who are actually one
and the same man.

“Don’t ask me to explain how that can
be. - It’s only explicable in mathematical
terms that a dozen or so men in the world
can fathom. But just as Carl Mayhew has
become more than one, so, likewise have
you. And so has everyone aboard the
Tantalus Express. It’s a problem that no
one has ever faced before. We thought
we had an answer that would enable us to
return to Earth as one instead of having
duplicates there. But that involved ma-
chinery aboard the Express which we do
not have on this little ship. Therefore,
we've got to-go back. Once there, per-
haps we can do something about it, but
for now we’ve got to face the fact of this
multiple existence. Of all the people
aboard the Express, you were the sanest
in time of crisis, Susan. I'm depending
on you to maintain that sanity now.”

The girls nodded slowly, but in the
eyes of each was the terrible question that
lay heavily upon Mayhew,. He had meant
to ask Susan Dawning to be his wife.
But which of these—?¢

Mayhew, said suddenly, “There may
still be one chance. Drangue may not have
done as we suspected. He may have
slipped into a higher system as before.
We may as well look as far as we can go.”

Roberts and Mayhew, nodded, though
they had little faith in their chances of
finding the Express. They knew Drangue
and his kind. He had been scared stiff
through the whole experience. A final
panic reaction had driven him to the near-
est haven.

Mayhew, advanced the ship into C° and
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let the counter. circuits run through a
dozen cycles. The result was completely
negative.

“We may as well go to Earth,” said
Roberts.

“We hit a higher set once. I'm going to
try it again.”

He made some adjustments behind the
panel, then sat down again and threw the

. power on. Abruptly, agonies of nausea

seized them and they were at the bottom
of the sea of blood as they entered the
realm above C°

Mayhew, hali expected, hali hoped to
see the endless expanse of crying Susans
again, but he knew it was vain. There
was utterly no chance of striking the same
set where those figures had been encoun-
tered.

But Mayhew;, and Roberts were star-
ing at the indicator and shouting in spite
of their sickness. “We’ve got it. There’s
an indication of the Express!”

They came to rest in the midst of that
barren plain after rising through the sea
of blood. And there in the infinite dis-
tances of this realm lay the Express.

With satisfaction that his guess %had
been right, Mayhew, stepped the accelera-
tion of the Raft up to the maximum and
slowly the Express grew as their terrific
velocity brought them closer.

Roberts exclaimed. “Look! Jeff Wicks
must be back—there’s‘a Raft by the ship.”

. Mayhew, verified the fact. “I wonder

how in the world he ever found it. Cer-
tainly he knows nothing of guiding the
Raft, yet an accident of that kind is im- -
possible.”

“We probably won’t have anything to
worry about from him,” said Mayhews,.
“l imagine he’s in custody by now.
Drangue would have sense enough for
that, at least.”

There was no sign of activity aboard the
ship as the Raft approached. It drew up
slowly and merged its field with that of
the Express against a closed port of the
larger vessel. Then Mayhew, opened the
communicator circuits. “Drangue, this is
the Raft. Mayhew talking. Open up.”

In a moment, the screen in the Raft
lighted and Drangue’s florid face ap-
peared. He stared and then his eyes went
wide, and a hoarse exclamation came from
his throat. “Mayhew !”

Mayhew, growled in disgust. “What’s
the matter with him, anyway?”

Then Mayhew; grabbed his arm and
pointed toward the screen. “Look!”

There, staring in unbelief, wag an image
of themselves.

“Roberts was right,” said Mayhew,
slowly. “We've found the wrong ship.
This isn’t the one we were aboard before.”

DMITTED at last to the control
A room, they sat down and tried to
comprehend this new situation.
Mayhew, addressed the new Mayhew.
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“I’m ‘a’,” he said, “and this is ‘b’. For
purposes of reference you may as well be
iR

“Su'l‘_t"s' me, but how many are there of
us, éﬁyiiiray e

“We’ll 'never know, I'm beginning to
think.” Rapidly then, Mayhew, brought
him up to date on their experlences
“What I'd like to know,” he finished, *
where you and I separated. Did we origi-
nate in the same set and split later, or did
we start out from altogether different
Aleph Nulls?”

“We started out together, quite ob-
viously,” said Mayhew,. “We split when
the Raft found a guide beam leading to
the Express. The Express itself exploded
into'a thousand sets. My—our—Raft re-
spondéd to at least two, and possibly more.
You went after one and I went after the
other.” -

At that moment the door opened and a
woman entered. Mayhew, rose with a
start. His face blanched. The newcomer
was Susan Dawning. She saw him first
and came towards him with a smile.

Then ‘Mayhew, said, “Just a moment,
dear. These gentlemen are—ah—visitors.”

The' girl turned and gasped, her eyes
glancing back and forth between the three
duphcate men, and then at the three girls
who were images of herself.

“Gentlemen, allow me to present my
wife. We were married two days ago by
Captain Drangue.”

After the initial moments of confusion
and surprise had worn off, they seated
themselves about the table in the control
room, three Mayhews, four Susans, and
two Robertses.

“Our problem has not changed,” May-
hew, began slowly, “despite the fact that
the Express we were previously aboard
has gone back to Earth in a set where its
occupants will be duplicates. Nor despite
the fact that there may yet be other ships
like this wandering through the interim
beyond our reach.

“Reahty, for us, is that which can be
perceived by our senses or brought into
range of perception by mechanical means.
We know that the multiple perceptions of
C will reduce to unity in Aleph Null. The
elements that have become unique: the
other Express we know of, and those that
may yet be lost; the images of Susan; Jeff
Wicks—all of these must be considered to -
have no reality with respect to us when
we returﬁ to Earth. It is the only way to
keep our ~sanity, to consider it in this
way.” :

He turned to Mayhew.. “Our Roberts
did some mathematical work that indi-
cated an almost positive return to Aleph-
Null in a unity condition. "It involved the
time mechanism of the Express. What
work have you done?”

Mayhew, answered, “Our Roberts did
similar work. We have nearly completed
the adjusting and testing of the time cir-
cuits. It appears that even though we
have lost congruency, there remains some
similarity.” : :

“How long have you been here?”

“About six weeks.”

“There’s a time difference. How did
you keep the passengers from rioting ?”

“Finally drugged them through the air
system. We'll have to give them the anti-
dote right away because we can make a
trial return within an hour.” :

“The problem of the Express and its
passengers in the set to which we return
will be solved,” said Mayhew,. “I am
confident of that, but for those of us in
this room it will not be solved.”

“Susan and I already have our answer
for that,” said Mayhew,. “We decided
even before you came that we would not
go back.”

“What do you intend to do?”

“Well, I've always had a hankering to
quit Trans-Astra and get into research
and consulting work—as you well know,
of course. Susan is just a bit tired of
show life, so what would be easier than to



just let the shxp return WItheut us? Our ,

duplicates will be there to carry our work
on and we will be free to do as we wish.
We intend to take the Raft to Tantalus
for a two-week honeymoon, then we’'ll
probably come to Earth and start our new
lives under some other names.”

Mayhew;, nodded miserably. “That’'s a
nice plan, so simple and easy, but for
me—_”

One of the Susans put a hand on his
arm. “I know what you’re thinking, Carl.
It will all work out in the end. I know it
will. I've heard something of what has
been discussed concerning change of ex-
perience producing change of individuals.
It’s obvious i you three Mayhews. We'll
all go to Earth and take up individual
existences. In a year’s time there won't
be three Susans for you to worry about—
there may not even be one.”

“Susan ¥’

“I'm beginning to think my first esti-
mate was wrong,” said Mayhew,.

Mayhew; brightened.
you—"

“Oh, no,” Mayhew, replied in quick
embarrassment. “Strictly the bachelor
type—strictly.”

The conference broke up. The wife of
Mayhew, invited the three other Susans
to come with her while work was resumed
on the time mechanism of the Express,
Drangue was ordered to administer an
antidote for the drugs used to subdue the
siupefied passengers who were moving
slowly about the ship like mechanical men
or zombses.

Mavhew.'s esiimate of the time re-
quired to Gnish the work had been gen-

erous. With 2l of them lending 2 hand,

it was completed and Sinally tested within
a half hour.

Mayhew, sicod up and surveyed the
intricate mechanism. “Well —that’s that.”
There was an awkward pause as the dup-
hicate Mayhews locked at each other. “I
guess Susan and I had better get off so

“Then maybe

you can get on back where you belong.”
said Mayhewe,. :

From the ports of the control room the
others watched Mayhew, and his wife en-
ter the Raft. They could be seen through
the mesh roof, waving a gay good-by, and
then suddenly they vanished, swallowed
up by the transfinite. , '
. “It gives me the willies,” said Roberts,
shuddering. “If T ever hear anybody men-
tion the word transﬁmte after we get back
'l punch him one.’

“Want to bet ?”’ said Mayhew,. “You'll
be back on your“old job at Trans-Astra
within a week.”

“Which one of us?”’ said the other
Roberts.

“You could trade off. A week’s work
—a week’s fishing, It would have advan-
tages.”

“We're all ready,” said Mayhew, ab—
ruptly.

Despite their confidence, there was a
moment’s hesitation as they faced the test
of geiting the Express back to its own
set so that it would combine in unity Te-
lationship with the Express from Tan-
talus.

“Shall we get the Susans up here?”
said Mayhew,.

“No—no, we may as well go as we are,
We'll know in a moment if we’re success-
ful.”

He threw the switches.

HE GLARE of light in the landing
area bathed the Tantalus Express

in 2 sea of light. Like some ghostly
vision out of anether world the ship solidi-
fied before the eyes of the hundreds of
spectators, newsmen, and photographers
wailing to greet those aboard the gigantic
ship.

It was always a great thing to see the
Express come in. It would never become
a commenplace, the sudden appearance of
this meonster machine from seventeen
thousand light years away. '
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From the control room Mayhew
watched the crowds and heard the gang-
planks rumble as they reached out in a
score of places to permit the disembarka-
tion of passengers.

They had made it, Mayhew thought.
He submerged in his mind the dim ques-
tions of what was reality. This was reality,
this Aleph-Null set in which he existed.
There were no other Earths, no other
ships like the Tantalus Express. This
was reality. There was not even any
other—

Mayhew !

His brain closed itself against thought
under the impact of sudden realization.
That Equation 241 that he had been going
to follow up just before they left Tantalus
—it had given him only the wraith of an
idea of what would happen.

He was Mayhew. In his brain were the
double memory patterns of Mayhew, and
Mayhew; who had reduced to unity in the
Aleph-Null set.

And Roberts was standing there, a sin-
gle Roberts. “I guess we don’t have to
worry about being double, after all. Some-
day I'm going to find out what goes on
in the transfinite—"

But Mayhew wasn’t listening. He
rushed from the control room. Out on
the mezzanine he could see the streams of
departing passengers. Most of them would
put it down as a bad dream, he thought.
Lucky that they had been in a state of
stupefaction during most of the time in
the interim,

Suddenly he glimpsed two familiar ﬁg—
ures. Calvert Mason and his nephew, Jeff
Wicks.

Should he warn Mason, he thought?
But wasn’t there in Mason’s brain the
memory pattern of being killed? No—
that had been the other Mason, the one
Drangue took to Earth.

Perhaps Jeff would not attempt to kill
Mason as he had done in that unique set
created by the appearance of the Express

on its unexpected and unauthorized trip
to Tantalus.

But nothing he could say or do would
alter the course of events, he realized. He
wished momentarily he had taken the
course Mayhew, had followed. He hadn’t
realized the full extent of the difference
between Mayhew, and Mayhew,. His
powers of adjustment would be strained
to the breaking point until the conflicting
viewpoints were reconciled or one of them
became dominant.

He heard the sudden sound of running
feet and turned to face Susan.

“Carl! Carl!” She ran towards him
with outstretched arms and buried her
face against his chest. “I’'m so mixed up
in my mind. Oh, tell me what it’s all
about, Carl.”

She would be as confused as he was, he
thought. More so, because she lacked his
understanding of events. And within her
brain was the memory pattern of the

-Susan who had come direct from Tantalus

to Earth, the Susan who had fallen in love
with Mayhewy, and the trio of Susans who
had been rescued from among the horde
in the interim—

“It’s going to be all right,” said May-
hew softly. “I'll help you understand it
all and it’ll straighten itself out.”

The consulting business was a good
idea, he thought. Mayhew, would prob-
ably not appear in this set, so they would
not run into each other. And there was
still a Mayhew employed by Trans-Astra
who was sleeping in his apartment, totally
ignorant of all these weird and incredible
happenings.

Mayhew suddenly drew Susan close
and held her tightly in his arms. “It'll
take time, but I'll help you understand
those memories in your mind, and some
of them will fade until they are only bad
dreams.”

For himself, his problem was solved, he
thought abruptly. Mayhew, was going to
dominate, by a long shot.
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They Enew now, too late, the reason the

Jourth planet glows crimson in the sky
« « « for that same creeping death had
come at last to their own world—to
make murdered Earth a fit companion

for—

1
.
< 7

THE FEAR

‘

By MURRAY
LEINSTER

AYBE the thing from the sky
M landed where it did because rain

had fallen in Seco Valley for the
second recorded time in sixty years. Or
maybe that was only coincidence. The
rainfall did bring Steve Hansun to the
valley, though he hardly expected to find
anything but sun-scorched rock and sun-
baked sand and such impossible desert
conditions that even lizards and rattle-
snakes would stay away. Seco is Spanish
for dry, and Seco Valley is hell on earth.
Even Death Valley—forty miles away—
is a place of lush vegetation and flowing
fountains in comparison. But there had
been a rainfall in Seco Valley, and for
hours the parched, dust-caked / rocks
showed many colors and the sand drank
greedily of pelting raindrops. For a space
there was a steaming mist over the driest
place on earth. Maybe the thing from the

As he tugged at them he felt
crawling sensations next to his
skin, . . .

PLANET

sky was drawn by that improbable wet-
ness,

Maybe.

Steve Hansun heard about the rain after
it happened. He was Research Assistant
in the Arid-Area Plants Section of a
college which shall be nameless. He was
working on a possible variation of the
prickly pear—it was to be without prickles
—which could thrive in desert regions and
serve as cattle-food without the necessity
of searing the spines off each pod with a
gasoline torch. He knew Death Valley,
and Seco Valley too, and he’d made a
bargain with a hard rock miner named.
Brady who stubbornly worked a claim
some ten miles north from Seco Valley
and seven thousand feet higher.

So ... on a certain day the hard rock
man, Brady, saw clouds banking up all
over the area of which Seco Valley was a
part. It was freakish. Presently there
was a parting of clouds and Brady could
see that rain was falling. Death Valley
has rain—a good rain—as often as once in
ten years. Naturalists and biologists gloat
over the plants which spring up instantly
after it and bloom for a couple of weeks
before they shrivel and go back to dust in
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Death Valley’s normal dessication. But
nobody had ever seen plants in Seco Val-
ley. It mever rains there. So Brady made
amazedly sure that it was raining, and
then headed across the mountains to keep
the terms of his bargain with Steve.

That was Wednesday. He sent a tele-
gram to Steve about the rain and got an
answer as fast as the wires could bring
it. Steve was on the way. That was
Thursday. Brady hung around the town
of San Felice waiting for Steve’s arrival.
That was Friday. Friday night the thing
from the sky arrived.

It wasn’t a thing that could fly, itself,
though something that could fly must have
been involved in its arrival. It appeared
over Seco Valley by night, dangling from
a slender thread which reached up through
a clotud-bank, and up through the strato-
sphere, and on up past the tropopause, and
nobody can guess how many miles beyond
that. The thread was very remarkable.
It wasn’t more than a quarter of an inch
thick, but it sustained its own weight in
a length that would have snapped steel
cable like string and it held up, besides,
an oval, nearly globular object that was
five feet in diameter and had windows and

» hatches underneath.

The ovoid shape came through the last
layer of cloud in deep darkness. The
clouds were higher than the mountains
above Seco Valley, just then, but they cut
off all sight of the moon or stars. The
thing from the sky descended, and seemed
to see the jagged mountain-tops. It may
have had some sort of drive in it, permit-
ting it to maneuver at the end of its string.
It sheered away from the mountains and
went down and down—bobbing a little as
if its thread were slightly elastic—until
it was a bare five hundred feet above the
valley floor. There it paused, and pres-
ently dropped another hundred feet, and
then a hundred and fifty, and then quite
slowly until it hung wavering in the dark-
ness not more than forty feet or so above

the valley-bottom. There it became still,
as if thinking deeply or preparing for
something important, ,

Nobody saw it. The only human dwell-
ing within thirty miles was Brady’s shack,
and he was over in San Felice waiting
for Steve. Nobody heard it, not even
lizards or rattlesnakes. There weren’t
any. There had been rain here two days
ago, but no trace of moisture remained.
There was nothing living in the valley.

"There came a small noise in the air.
It was a faint, wavering, far-away mutter-
ing that gradually increased in volume.
It rose to a droning hum, and the hum
became a growl and the growl became
a roar. Then the Chicago-Los Angeles
plane roared into view above the moun-
tains to the east. It was well above the
peaks, but barely below the ceiling of
cloud. It was invisible, of course—merely
a high-up bellowing of motors and two
winking wing tip lights of red and green
which swam toward the zenith while the
thing from the sky hung motionless above
the desolation of Seco Valley.

Up aloft, apparently, something hap-
pened. There was a momentary check,
perhaps, in the sound of one of the four
motors. But the plane did not check or
swerve. A propeller hitting an impossible
cord in mid-air and cutting through it
with a whirling blade, might make such
a momentary pause. But the plane drove
on.

The thing from the sky, though, jerked
violently upward. It lunged, and went
careening off to one side, and then fell
like a plummet to the floor of the valley.
It crashed. Something crackled. There
was a sound like an explosion, only wrong.
It wasn’t air, expanding from high pres-
sure, but air expanding into a near-
vacuum. Then there was silence, and then
a hurried, pattering noise as thousands
upon thousands of feet of quarter-inch line
came leaping down out of the night sky. It
coiled over the smashed ovoid. It went
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wavering in huge loops and tanglings over
a space a hundred feet across.

The plane’s navigation-lights swam
across the sky. They went beyond the
western mountain-tops and vanished.
The sound of motors went down from a
bellow to a growl, to a drone, to a hum,
and then to a faint, faint muttering.
Then it could not be heard any longer.
There was silence in Seco Valley for a
long time.

Ultimately, something crawled pain-
fully out of the smashed oval shape, and
went around its outside. It tugged hope-
lessly at this and that. Then it waited,
watching the sky. Nothing happened,
though it waited by its shattered vehicle
until almost daylight—until false dawn
showed it the mountains all about.

But when dawn came there was merely
a cryptic mass of plastic wreckage, and
thousands of feet of plastic cord—and
nothing else. And nothing living was to
be seen in Seco Valley.

HAT was Saturday. Sunday
I morning Steve Hansun arrived,
with Brady and two burrows and
Bradys dog Gyp. They got to the edge
of the valley while life in it was still con-
ceivable—within an hour or twé of sun-
rise. By eight o’clock the valley was
warm, and by nine it was hot, and by ten
it was like an oven heated by carbon arcs.
After that it really got torrid. It
wouldn’t have been a joke to fry an egg on
a sunbaked stone at midday. It would
have been a practical method of cookery
if any man could imagine eating in such
heat. There were mirages, and the rocky
hilisides beyond the valley danced insane
sarabands from the heat, and the fact that
rain had fallen here seemed merely an
historical oddity. It had nothing to do
with present fact.
Steve Hansun hoped differently. Bot-
anists still find it amazing that plants
can live as bone-dry seeds in Death Val-

ley for ten years, and then sprout and
blossom and bear fruit and go to seed
again after just one of the decennial rain-
storms. Seco Valley was drier still. If
Steve could find plants which had sur-
vived thirty years of absolute aridity: if
he could find plants springing up in Seco
Valley after rain, he would have made an
important scientific discovery and could
write a paper about it for a scientific
publication which nobody would eyer
read. That was why he had come.

He saw the wreckage out near the
middle of the valley. The two burros,
then, were picking their way down a
rocky trail that probably had not been
used two dozen times since time began.
Steve stared, and saw sunlight reflected
from something polished, and a whitish

indefinite something all around. He
couldn’t make out what he saw.
“What’s that yonder?” he asked.

“Could it be a crashed plane?”

Brady squinted, and said nothing.

“We’ll take a look,” said Steve. “There
might be somebody still alive in it.”

Brady dida’t reply in words. The bur-
ros followed patiently to the valley floor.
Gyp, the dog, sniffed at a sunbaked rock.
But he’d been in desert country before.
He restrained himself. The two men and
the burros and the dog struck out across
Seco Valley toward the wreckage.

The ground was uneven. They came
upon wind-eroded boulders which barred
their way. They had to back-trail and go
around them. They came to dunes of
powdery stuff and their feet sank into
them as if into volcanic ash. - By nine—
when it was first really hot—they were
only well started out from the valley’s
edge. By ten they were only part-way
to the wreckage. The burros looked ir-
ritatingly resigned. Gyp panted heavily
and his tail already drooped.

By eleven, the dog was utterly dis-
pirited. He trailed the burros in bitter
misery, loping gingerly across scorching
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sand to find a bit of shadow where he
cauld stand without singing his paws, and
then looking miserably for another place
to which he could make another dash.
The sun was a ball of intolerable fire.
Exposed flesh stung in full sunlight.

Steve said, “Nobody could live long in
that plane.”

Brady said, “Ain’t a plane.
clear awhile back.”

Steve didn’t ask what it could be. It
was too hot to talk. As a botanist, he
kept his eyes open for signs of vegeta-
tion. In Death Valley, the improbable
dryland-plants appear as green threads on
the third or fourth day after the once-a-
decade rainfall. The rain here had been
not quite three days since. Nothing
showed, yet. But Steve watched care-
fully as he walked.

Everything was barren. Everything
was dessicated past belief. The only sign
of the rainfall was that in two or three
places sheltered from the sun, the ground
still showed the pittings of raindrops.
Once, too, Steve dug at a hollow place
between two ‘hillocks.
came to very, very faintly dampish soil.
He continued to dig, and a foot further
down came upon dryness again. There
was a thin, underground layer of moisture
from the rain. Nothing more.

It was hali past twelve when Brady
came to a halt beside the thing they had
headed for. He grunted expressively.
Steve stared. It wasn’t the plane he’d
guessed at. He didn’t know what it was.

He saw some thousands of feet of
quarter-inch line. It wasn’t woven of
smal fibers. It was one fiber. He saw
a smashed object he couldn’t reconstruct
in his mind, because he wasn’t prepared
to imagine a plastic globe of five-foot
diameter smashed flat in Seco Valley. He
did see some piles of spilled or dumped
stuff that looked like ashes. Only he
thought absurdly of seeds.

First, of course, he tried to find out if

I saw it

A foot down he”

anything human remained in the wreck-
age. He found nothing except some plastic

items which were rather like machinery—

except that machinery isn’t made of
plastic—and were part of the smashed
globe, :

Gyp hunted for shade, Fad then sud-
denly began to growl. His growlings
changed to snarling barks. He was suf-
fering from the heat, but this was even
more compelling. He faced an opening in
the cryptic thing of plastic and snarled
and growled and barked all at once,
working himself up almost to hysteria.
Steve bent over to look inte the hole. It

wasn’t a big opening. Something could’

have gotten out through it, but nothing
remained inside. As he bent over, star-
ing, he caught a faint whiff of an absolute-
ly indescribable odor. It wasn’t pleasant or
unpleasant. It was simply unparalleled.
He’d never smelled anything even re-
motely like it.

“Brady!” he said, puzzled.
this smell?”

Brady came. He smelled. He grunted
and spat. :

Gyp backed away from the hole in the
plastic, his hackles raised, snarling and
barking and growling furiously. He
found a trail. He trotted along it, mak-
ing infuriated noises. He stopped and
looked at his master. He forgot even his
scorching feet. He made noises of un-
seemly indignation and rage.

“Now—what the hell ?” said Steve.

Brady regarded his dog, frowning.

“Something he never smelled before,”
he said curtly. “Nor me either. That’s
the trail. Follow it?”

“It doesn’t make sense!” protested
Steve.  “What’s this thing,
And these things that look like seeds—"

E PICKED up a handful from a
pile. There was a tiny hard core

to each one. There was a fluffy

“What'’s

substance about the core, rather like a.

anyhow ? ,

£
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strand of cobweb made frizzy and wrapped
loosely around something.

They were seeds. "Wind would carry
them anywhere. ‘

Steve frowned in concentration.
looked at the small, shining plles
he blinked and bent down.

The seeds at the very edges of the pile
looked different, somehow. He picked up
a few, with sand. From each seed a fila-
ment as thin as the thinnest cobweb, pen-
etrated the sand. Gossamer seemed to
trail from Steve’s fingers. He knelt and
dug carefully. '

A foot and a half down he came to the
ever-so-faintly-moistened layer which was
the result of the first rain in Seco Valley
for thirty years. He found something
else there, too. Each thread of gossamer
enlarged in the dampish soil into a root.
The separate rootlets looked like worms,
the color of beef-fat. And Steve knew
what they were, but it took h1m time to
believe it.

Presently he said painfully, “Brady,
those things are seeds! They put a feeler
down into the moisture, and  they’ve
started to grow. But there simply aren’t
any plants like those!”

Brady jerked his thumb at the line
which was not woven or twisted, but was
one single strand of a single su'bs'tance.

“Ain’t any rope like that either,” he
observed. Then he looked at Gyp. “Nor:
any smell like he wants to trail. Try it?”

Steve hesitated. He tucked a handful
of the nacreous small seeds into an en-
velope and put it in his pocket. He ex-
amined the other piles. All were alike.
He filled wide-mouthed glass specimen-
containers with the seeds and capped them.
He put them back in the burro-packs.

“We might as well,” he said uneasily.
“It looks like there was something alive
in there, and it came out and has gone off.
If doesn’t seem like it could have been
a man, though. It might have been a
child—but that’s not right, either!”

He
Then

It didn’t make sense. Not any of it.
Brady poured out water from the supply
a burro carried. He offered it to Gyp' :
The dog drank with feverish thirst. Then
he licked Brady’s hand and went back
to the trail. Again he barked and snarled"
and growled at it. :

The two men followed him toward the
hills.

Brady frowned as Gyp went on over the_
desert, using bad language all the way.
Gyp did not usually make such a racket
on a trail.”

Presently he led the men to a sheltered
spot where there was shade. The surface
of the ground was slightly crusted from
the vanished rain, and there were tracks.
More : something had rested on the sand.

Gyp barked and snarled until he seemed
to scream hatred at the place where some-
thing, apparently, had lain down. Steve
looked. Brady scowled.

“Just what,” asked Steve,
say made that, Brady?”

“There ain’t anything that makes that
kinda trail, or that kinda print when it
lays down,” said Brady curtly. “I'd ad-
mire to see that thing. It ain’t big,” he
added. “A forty-five bullet would stop it,
sure. I'd like to look it over.” 4

“No bird or animal or lizard,” said
Steve, as if arguing with himself. “It came
from that—wreckage out in the valley.
Hm . . . We'll track this down, Brady,
but—we don’t shoot too quick.” ;

Brady grunted. They went on. At
four in the afternoon Gyp was a badly
whipped dog. He was beaten by the heat
and the awful dryness. Steve had drunk
two canteens of water, despite rigorous
seli-denial. 5

Brady had known what to expect. Each
of their burros carried water as a full
half of its burden. They could go a week
and longer without coming upon a water-
hole. But they were a silent, dogged crew,
the two men and two burros and the dog,
as they trudged across a waste of in-

“would you
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candescent heat and sunshine, with a
cloud of fine dry dust rising behind them.

They reached the far side of Seco Val-
ley just at sunset. Glorious color filled
the sky. Without a word, they began the
ascent of the hills. Gyp could barely drag
one paw before the other. Brady halted
and gave him water. The dog drank as
if he would never stop. Then he went
back to the trail, growling again.

“Never seen him like this before,”
said Brady uncomfortably. “He hates
whatever he’s trailin’. He don’t feel like
that about mountain lions or anything
else. What is it, anyways?”

Steve had been thinking. Seeds which
lay on absolutely dry sand and put out
threads as fine as gossamer, which wormed
their way through a foot and a half of
dry soil to find dampness, and there
swelled monstrously to greasy-looking
rootlets. There wasn’t any plant like that.
There were no such seeds!

And the smashed thing in the valley.
It was artificial, certainly. But nobody
would make anything like that. The rope
—nobody could make anything like that.
The scent of the interior of the smashed
thing—vaguely, Steve was beginning to
imagine it reconstructed into a globe—
was so alien that there was no word for
it. And Gyp—

“I’ve got a hunch,” said Steve abruptly.
“Stop at a level place, Brady. I’'m going
to put one of those seeds in water.”

They were now perhaps two hundred
feet above the valley floor. Brady halted.
Steve went to one of the burros and got
out a specimen-jar. He sloshed it half-
full of water, and drank deeply of the rest.
He reached in his pocket for the envelope
of seeds he had brought. He tried to pull
the envelope out. He had trouble. When
it came, it ripped to shreds.

A tress of cobwebby threads stretched
tenaciously back to his pocket. It was
elastic. It was strong. Each thread was
infinitesimal, but their total strength was

great. As he tugged at them he felt crawl-
ing sensations next to his skin. He gasped
suddenly and tore off his clothes.

The gossamer threads went through his
shirt. Inside there were fat, worm-like
objects which began in the fine, silky
threads but were themselves swollen and
like beef-fat in appearance. They were
rootlets, each one developed from a thread
cast out by a seed. Each seed in the en-
velope in Steve’s pocket had put out a
probe which had worked through his gar-
ments to the moisture next his skin.
Every thread had swollen hugely in that
moisture. - Some of them were half the
size of a lead-pencil.

HE SUN sank behind the moun-
I tains in a glory of rose and gold.
Darkness flowed over the valley.
Steve examined his skin with fresh
sweat starting out on him. But it was
unbroken. None of the rootlets had made
any attempt to secure moisture beyond
what the unholy heat of-the valley had
made available as sweat.
Then Steve shivered, warm as it was

“from the sub-heated rocks about him.

Without explanation he strapped his re-
moved garments into a bundle and put on
others from the pack. His face was pale.

“What now ?” asked Brady laconically.
“That trail’s still good, but Gyp’s pretty
tired.”

“TI think we’d better go on,” Steve told
him. “I want to see whoever or what-
ever would travel around with seeds like
that!”

Gyp lay down, panting, but when the
men were ready to move on he got to his
feet again. First, though, Steve dropped
a seed from the sealed-up container into
the half-filled jar of water. He capped it,
and they climbed. :

Gyp led the way unfalteringly, making

‘angry small noises to himself. Night fell,

and for a time it seemed that they might
have to stop. But then the moon rose.
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Gyp went on, spurred by rage. It was
notable that the trail they followed did
not climb up precipitous places. It went
only where not only the men but the
burros could follow easily. They climbed
two thousand feet above the valley floor.
Brady observed, there: “Never knew a
wild critter to hunt so hard for easy
climbin’.”

“I doubt,” said Steve, “that you'd call
this creature wild.”

“Tame, then?” grunted Brady skepti-
cally.

“Not as far as we’re concerned,” said
Steve. 7

“What in hell is it then?” growled
Brady.

“If T told you my guess,” said Steve,
with care, “you’d knock me cold and sit
on my head until you could tie me up to
take me to a doctor. Let’s look at the
bottle I dropped the seed in.”

They halted. Steve struck a match over
the jar with the water in it. But there
was no longer any. water in it. The jar
was filled with a ropy mass, coiled and
curled and twisted into strained convolu-
tions within the confines of the glass con-
tainer. All the water had vanished. There
was only a greasy-seeming root that
looked like suet. _

Then a rock stirred overhead. It came
bounding down the hillside. Other rocks
joined it.- A minor landslide began. It
grew to a major one. Brady lashed one
of the burros swiftly over to the shelter of
a shaft of stone. Steve followed instantly.
The landslide roared by, its edges fifty
feet from their place of security. Gyp
screamed and howled his hate at the
heights above them. The rock-slide
reached a cliff-edge and poured off it into
space. There were far-away crashings.
Then, gradually, the sound ended. For
a space there were only individual stones
bounding and dancing after the others.
Then silence. ,

Brady said, rumbling: “Rock slides

£

don’t often start at night. Mostly it’s
daytime, when rocks get het up an’
slide.”

« “Something besides heat started that
one,” said Steve. “There’ll be a break
in the trail, I'm guessing. I think we'd
better camp. And I think we’d better put
Gyp on a leash.”

It was all crazy, of course, but Brady
turned aside. Here was as good a place
as any for a dry camp. He began to un-
load the burros.

“Nothin’ to make a fire with,” he
grunted.

“No fire,” said Steve. “No light. Noth-:
ing. And we tie up Gyp, and if he starts
to raise Cain we get up fast.”
~“You got something in your head,”
said Brady. “What?”

“Bats,” said Steve. “Craziness. In-
sanity. Where’d plants come from that
were so crazy for water they’d start as
a bone-dry seed and go down a foot and
a half to where it was moist? It'd take
some evolution to produce a dryland plant
like that! Who ever heard of a seed in
a man’s pocket boring through his clothes
to sweat during an afternoon’s walk?
These seeds grew where it’s really dry
and water has to be grabbed quick!
Where’d you say it was?” =

Brady rumbled. He got out their
blankets. :

“What was that wrecked thing?” he
demanded.

“Call it a gizmo or a blurp or a do-
hinkus,” said Steve. “One name’s as near
as another. I doubt there’s any name
we'd know for it. What’s your guess?”

“It hung down from that rope,” said
Brady, with an odd air of stubbornness.
“It could ha’ been somethin’ danglin’
from an airship. But why?”

“T’d hate to say what I think,” Steve
told him.

“Would it've been plantin’ seeds?”
asked Brady sardonically.

Nothing could be more unlikely or
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~ more unreasonable than to plant seeds
in Seco Valley. But Steve jumped.

“Fhat,” he said, troubled, “that’s an
idea. It may be true. If it is, it’s bad!”

Brady tied up Gyp. Steve lay down in
his blankets. His body was exhausted,
but his mind would not rest. He lay wide-
eyed, staring at the stars.

TEVE didn’t know when he went to
S sleep, but he was wakened by a

crash which sounded like an impact,
and then the hysterical barking of Gyp,
who flung himself around frantically at
the end of his tether, trying to get loose
to go after something up above. Brady
was fumbling around.

“Mmmmmh?!” he grunted. “Somethin’
dropped a rock. Missed.”

Another stone fell. And another., They
were close. :

“Me an’ Gyp gosup an’ settle with that
fella—" :

“No!” said Steve, swallowing. “There’s
an overhang here. We move back under
it.- That’s all. Just shift camp. I—I've
got an idea. If we—caught up to our
friend we might have to kill him, in the
dark i

“He’s tryin’ to kill us !’ growled Brady.

“I think,” said ‘Steve unsteadily, “‘that

a revolver-shot would scare him away..

Just the noise. Try it.”

There ‘was a -pause. Brady frowned
heavily in the darkness. Then his gun
betlowed. A .45 shot is incredibly loud
in the silence of the mountains. Echoes
rang. But it seemed to Steve that he
heard a high note that might have been
a scream, save that it was so shrill that
it was up at the very limit of audibility.

Then Gyp went into a fresh frenzy, more

terrible than before.

“He’ll have run away,” said Steve, as if
unhappy. “I would, in his place. I—
know more than I did before. He hasn’t
a gun or anything like it, or he’d have used
them. He didn’t expect to need one when

“he came. Reasonable, at that. And he

knows we're after him.” Then Steve said
shakenly, “Poor devil!”

“What is it?” demanded Brady sus-
piciously. “A crazy guy? It'd have to
be a crazy midget, by the size of the tracks
an’ the marks where he laid down!”

Steve said slowly: “Look, Brady! I—
I made a guess down by that wreckage.
By all the rules of common sense it was
sheer lunacy. FEverything that’s hap-
pened so far fits into it, but it’s still
crazy. When I see that poor devil I'll
tell you what I guessed, and you can
laugh at me. But you’d be sure I was
out of my head if I told you now.”

Brady said stubbornly: “Whoever it
was, he tried to lall us.”

“And I wouldn’t kill him for a million
dollars,” said Steve wrily. “I'm only
afraid he’ll make us—if I'm right. We
trail him in the morning. We can take
turns watching tonight, if you like, but I
suspect that shot was a pretty bad experi-
ence for him. Anyhew he’s unarmed and
we've got Gyp. We'll keep Gyp leashed
temorrow. That poor devil is in the worst
fix anybody could imagine, and he couldn’t
conceive of us being willing to be friendly.”

Brady grewled: “I'm gettin’ an idea
too. Okay. I'll play. But I ain’t takin’
any chances with him. And,” he added
deliberately, “I ain’t spillin® my guess,
either.”

He lay down in his blankets. Steve
sat up for a long time, looking at the
stars. There was no alarm. There was
no sound but the faint, faint humming
of wind among the heights.

At daybreak, Steve examined the root-
plant in the jar. It was no longer white.
It was an unpleasant, tawny red. He
opened the jar. Its interior was dry:
absolutely, utterly dry. Every atom of
the water he had poured into it had been
absorbed by the plant growing frem the
gossamer-covered seed.

He felt the thing. Mest of its weight
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was certainly water, but it had no feeling
of moistness about it. It felt almost
powdery-dry. It was solid. When Brady
sat up, blinking, Steve was staring at it,
his face a study.

“Huh?” said Brady.

“This plant,” said Steve. “It’s ab-
sorbed all the water, and it’s as dry and
as hard as wood! There’s an ethyl cel-
lulose that makes a solid jelly with two
per cent of solid and ninety- erght per
cent water. That’s considered remark-
able. But what per cent is this stuff?
If you baked this to dryness I doubt you
could weigh the ash! This is a dry-land
plant that’s never been dreamed about
before! It used up all the water in the
jar. It turned red. Now it’s set to bud
and flower. It works fast!” '

Then his eyes narrowed His face went
grim.

“I wonder . .. We've got to catch our
fine feathered frlend today,” he ‘said.
“There’s not much moisture where those
other seeds are, but we can’t give them
time to seed! If he gives us the slip, I'll
keep Gyp and camp by the wreck while
you go on to San Felice with some‘_téle-
grams.” Then an idea struck him and
he considered soberly: “Hm . . . There
is a chance, at that. . . . But let’s get go-
ing! Fast!” =

RADY frowned to himself. He was
B a big man, and he should have
been clumsy, but he was amazingly
efficient. Within minutes they were on
the move, eating out of opened cans as
they went up the hillside.

“We start trailin’ from where those
rocks were dumped on us,” he said heavi-
ly. “We act careful when we get under
places where more rocks could be dumped.
Huh?”

“That’s all,” said Steve, absorbed in his
thoughts. “If we see him and he shows
fight, you fire a shot. Not at him. The
noise will do the trick.”

Brady said hesitantly, “Sound don’t
carry good when you get up real high,
He ain’t used to loud noises?”

“Not sharp loud ones,” agreed Steve.
He stared at Brady.

“Whlstles carry better'n a yell, high
up,” said Brady, his forehead wrinkled.
Then he added, “Gets cold up on a
mountain-peak, too. But you can, get a
helluva sunburn when the air’s so thin
you have to boil a egg ten mmutes to.
get it soft-boiled. This fella—uh—hed
be used to that kinda chmate o

“That—and worse,” said Steve He
said after a moment, “He’d be used to
air as thin as on top of Mount Everest.
That’s five miles up.” —

Gyp burst into frenzied barking. They
had reached the spot from which rocks
had been toppled on them. Brady held
Gyp’s leash.

“I—uh—I think I got it,” he sald‘ :
slowly. “Y’know—uh—watchin’ the stars,_
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an’ all at night, I got kinda interested,
once. I bought some books about stars
an’ planets an’ such. Heavy readin’, but
I made out. Interestin’.”

Then he shrugged.

“I guess we’re both crazy the same
way,” he observed. “Now, I kinda figure
why you say ‘poor devil’” He’s a long
ways from home. I won’t kill him if I
can help it.”

They went up and up. Again the
trail led only up the gentlest grades. The
burros followed placidly. Gyp settled
down to straining, bitter pulling at the
tether that held him fast. They were
three thousand feet above the valley, and
then they were four thousand feet up.
A tiny stone clicked on a hillside. Peb-
bles rattled down a slope. Steve jerked
his eyes upward.

He saw a tiny shape, a thousand feet
higher still. It moved with pathetic heavi-
ness and desperate resolution. It was not
3, human shape.

Brady followed his eyes. There was
silence. Then: “That’s our friend,” said
Steve without elation. “He knows wére
on his trail. And he knows what he tried
to do to us. Maybe figures that we
caused whatever happened to him. He
tried to wipe us all out, you know. Wipe
out all the human race. I—don’t think
he’s managed it. But he’ll expect to be
killed. If there were only some way—"

Gyp let out a shrieking clamor.

The small thing looked down. Prob-
ably—very probably—it realized that the
men saw it. But it did not hasten. It
moved with enormous heaviness, with a
terrible weariness, across a talus-covered
slope.

“Maybe we can head him off,”
gested Steve, watching.

““Safer to trait him,” said Brady. How’d
he try to wipe us all out?”

“Seeds,” said Steve, wryly “Those
seeds are dry-land plants. They’d be like
weeds, here. We haven’t anything that

sug-

could compete with them for water. The
seeds would be spread by any wind.
Only fifteen per cent of the United States
is cultivated, anyhow. They’d get a foot-
hold in our forests and deserts and the
open range so we could never wipe them
out. They grow too fast.”

They went up a steep slope. The small,
weary, unhuman object was out of sight.
Gyp followed its trail, snarling ferocious-
ly.

“I keep thinking of him, though,” said
Steve irrelevantly. “Suppose your weight
were suddenly doubled and you were
dumped into air so thick and saturated
with water that you almost strangled on
it. Suppose you had the choice of staying
in a place that to you was at least twice
as hot as the valley down below, or of
climbing mountains—with your weight
doubled. Bad, eh? And then suppose
you were unarmed, and were being hunted
by things you figured would be merciless,
and you had no hope of ever seeing an-
other human being again— It would be
bad. But that’s what the chap up yonder
is up against.”

“I got that,” rumbled Brady. “He’s
got a tough break. But what harm would
weeds do? We got plenty now an’ we
get along—"

HEY turned around a projecting

I column of a cliffside. Gyp yelped.
They followed inexorably, two bur-

ros and a dog and two men, after the
unhuman thing that was weary to death.
“Weeds,” said Steve unhappily, “are
plants that can survive in a wild state and
compete with cultivated plants. You plant
vegetables in a fiéld and go away. Weeds
will choke them out because the weeds
grow faster, seed quicker and more lav-
ishly, and all the rest. Suppose plants like
the one I grew in that bottle last night—
suppose they started competing with our
plants. They’d thrive in Seco Valley!
They’d grow luxuriantly in Death Vailey.
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What'd they do on a fertile hillside or in
a forest? If they took all the water, and
held it, what'd happen to the grass and
the bashes and the trees?”

Brady jumped.

“Mmmmmh! Like if prickly pear grew
fast, crowdin’ out everything else—"

“It’s happened where they come from,”
said Steve somberly. “These seeds could
cover our mountains. They could cover
our plains. They could scak up all the
rainfall that fell on mountains and hold it,
so that our rivers would.dry up and we'd
have no water for irrigation. We’d have
no pasture-land. Maybe—I don’t know
what they’d do to a Iake. . . . Grow in it
and turn it solid? Suppose seeds fell in the
ocean! Would that turn solid? Plants
like this would find all the minerals they
needed in seawater. Maybe—that’s what
they did to the place this fellow comes
from! Maybe that’s why it’s dry—all the
water’s locked up in plants like this!

“Maybe he and his kind want to turn
our surroundings into the kind they can
live in. If they figure that way and they’re
right, all they’d need to do would be to
plant seeds! Our world would turn taw-
ny-red instead of green. In a few years
there wouldn’t be any clouds. There'd be
ice-caps at the poles, but no oceans or lakes
or rivers. And there wouldn’t be any
people. This chap and his friends could
just—move in.”

Brady scowled. He stared at Steve,
who looked sick instead of frightened. He
locked unhappy. He looked utterly un-
comiortable. But he did not look alarmed.

“Well ?” said Brady pugnaciously.

“The plant I grew in the bottle,” said
Steve, “works fast. But it still hasn’t seed-
ed. I don’t think it will, of itself. I sus-
pect I can make it—and I suspect I'm
going to, because it will be good business
to have a source of those seeds. I think
there’s a very trivial item involved that
our friend’s friends couldn’t figure on in
advance.”

They came out upom an open space
where a great, bald, rounded dome pro-
jected from the mountain as a buttress
to the monster still reaching thousands of
feet toward the sky. This was five thou-
sand feet above the valley floor. Beyond
the great rounded projection there was
a vista of space illimitable. Mountain after
mountain and valley after valley.

But the two men had no eyes for it
They saw only a small, nonhuman figure
in the middle of the huge gray dome. It
was very much smaller than a man. It was
grotesque by earthly standards and it was
pathetic by any standard. It staggered as
it moved out from the bulk of the moun-
tain. It was exhausted, and undoubtedly
it was feverish and enfeebled by temper-
atures which to it were incredible. And
it was alone as no human being has ever
yet been alone. It went staggering out
from the mountain-flank upon this but-
tress, where there was nowhere that it
could flee. :

“Got ’im now!” said Brady. Gyp
screamed and yelped shrilly.

““Barely able to walk,” said Steve.

He stepped out in slow pursuit. He
held up his hands in the universal human
sign of peace. The thing stopped and
stared duily at him, wavering on its feet.
It was a bare quarter-mde away. Steve
went coaxingly toward it, trying with
infinite care to give the impression of
peaceful intentions to a creature which
had no single mental link with man.

The ereature turned and shambled on.
Steve halted. He called after it.

But the creature seemed to summon a
terrible, an infinitely heartbreaking re-
solve. It lumbered into a wholly desperate
and despairing run. The rocky dome
sloped downward. The creature moved
faster and faster. . . . The rock slanted
down. . . .

Steve stopped short. But the creature
could not stop. It stumbled and fell and

(Continmed on page 125)




A FRAGMENT OF
DIAMOND QUARTZ

Realm beyond realm of undreamed wonder opened

before them in the fragment of diamond querts . . .

for here, concedled in infinite smallness, lay the

answer to Man’s every desire—for knowledge, for
power, or—for death!

quariz lay in the center of a slab of

black marble, gleaming in the glare
of the hooded laboratory light which hung
directly over it. The rest of the room was
in shadow, except for another single Light
over Dr. Lawton’s work table, where his
chemical apparatus was ranged in a com-
plicated litter.

The last reaction was suceessfully com-
pleted. The last crucible, which he had
scraped clean of the final intricate com-
pound, still was warm in its rack. The
little pellets, half of them dark in color,
the rest a dead gray-white, were in two
small vials.

In a chair by the table light, Dr. Robert
Lawton sat with the vials in his hand. He
was a big man in his forties, spare and
muscular, athletic still from his college
days twenty years before; a man with
handsome, rugged features and gray hair.

It was odd, he thought as he stared at
the small vials, that now with success came
rather more awe than triumph. His father
had said, just before he died three years
ago, “In one way, it’s rather like atomic
fission, Robert. A thing that can be amaz-
ingly good, or in the wrong hands, diabol-
ically evil.”

60

THE SMALL piece of diamond

Lawton’s father had perfected these
same drugs years ago. He had kept them
secret, fearing them. And he had kept no
record of their intricate compounding.
Then, stricken with sudden illness, he
could only outline the generalities to his
son.

But Robert Lawton had re-created them
now: ..,

A step outside the laboratory deor
roused Lawton from his thoughts. The
door opened. It was his laboratory assist-
ant, Jacques Toler. In the routine busi-
ness of his work as consulting research
chemist for several industrial concerns,
Lawton had no secrets from Toler. But
the creation of these drugs was Lawton’s
private affair. He had done almost all the
work at night. He had not confided it to
Toler, nor even to his young daughter
Mary who, because her mother was dead,
was his close companion.

“Oh, you, Toler.” For an instant Law-
ton hesitated, with an instinct to send
Toler away. But he had determined to
test the drugs now ; and somehow the awe

Now for the triumphant
return to his own world
—to Mary.
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of it made him welcome a companion. He

added, “Come in, Jacques. What is it?”

Naturally Toler had been curious. Fre-
quently, as now, he had come to the labo-
ratory during the evening upon one pre-
text or another. Surprised at this wel-

come, he came in and closed the door

behind him.

In the shadowed room, his curious gaze
went at once to the hanging hooded light,
gleaming down on the square of marble
and the fragment of diamond quartz lying
there. Jacques Toler was a massive, squat
man, with shaggy black hair and bushy
brows. Though he hardly looked it, he
was ten years younger than Lawton.

“Oh,” he said. “Why—you're still
working, Mr. Lawton?”

“I'm finished,” Lawton said. Again he
hesitated. Then he said, “You're hoping
I'll tell you what I’ve been doing, aren’t
you?”

His tone held amusement, but his face
was solemn.

“Why, sure. I guess so,” Toler agreed.

“I know I can trust you, Jacques. To
tell you in confidence—"

“Trust me? Why not?”

Instinctively Lawton lowered his voice.
“A thing which could wreck the world if
carelessly or wrongly handled.” Lawton’s
gaze went to the open laboratory window,
with its vista of trees and soft moonlight
outside. But now, at nine o’clock, a warm
summer evening, only his daughter Mary
would be likely to come here.

“Where’s Mary?” Lawton added.
“Have you seen her?”

“I think she went to the church, a
choir meeting or something.”

It would be eleven before Mary re-
turned. Two hours. One might do ataz-
ing things in two hours.

Then Lawton was telling his assistant
of this strange, weird drug which just a
little while ago he had brought to com-
pletion. It was a drug which in effect
changed the size of every tiny cell of any

organism—changing its size without alter-

‘ing its shape.

“No one, least of all my father or my-
self,” Lawton was saying, “ever could
fathom the mysteries of nature. The mys-
tery of growth itself—a gene, a single tiny
cell, multiplied, compounded until there is
an infant, a child, a man.”

And now Robert Lawton had two drugs,
the one an opposite of the other; one to
dwindle a living thing so that, still preserv-
ing its identity, it would shrink into in-
finite smallness. And the other to bring
it back to normal size.

“Or even carry it to the infinitely gigan-
tic,” Lawton was saying. His long lean
fingers were fingering the two small vials.
His lips curved with a twisted smile. “You
see what I mean when I say it could be a
diabolic thing? A giant, bigger than this
room, this house, a mountain—or the
world itself.” He broke off. Jacques
Toler was staring at him mutely. And
then Toler said, “You mean—you figure
on using this on yourself?”

Lawton nodded. He flicked his hand
with a gesture toward the little fragment
of diamond quartz. “My father was the
pioneer,” he said. “He avoided giantism.
Alone, one night here in this same room,
he went into that piece of quartz. .. .”

- His father had made a brief trip; had
returned prematurely, fearing that his en-
larging drug might prove inadequate. But
down in the realms of infinite smallness of
the tiny piece of quartz, his father had
come upon a jewel which he had brought
back with him from that tiny world. “He
called it a blood diamond—in effect a new
form of carbon.” :

Now the little jewel was sparkling in
Lawton’s palm—a diamond of extraordi-
nary brilliance with a faint ruby tinge like
a little fire within it.

Toler leaned forward. “More valuable
than our blue-white diamonds?”

“Probably so,” Lawton agreed. “Father
showed it to diamond experts, telling them
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nothing. They were greedy for it, for
others like it.”

“And there are more of them in there,
in that quartz?”

“Father thought so,” Lawton said. “He
died before he could explore further.”

And now Lawton was determined to
make the trip—to put his drugs to the final
test. “With you,” Lawton said, “if you
want to come, Jacques. Or you can stay
here and wait—"

But somehow Lawton found himself
hoping that Toler would accompany him.
The Unknown can be a horribly frighten-
ing thing, even to a man trained in cold,
scientific logic. For a moment Toler sat
mute, awed, staring,

“How do you know it'll work?” he de-
manded at last.

“We'll test it first,” Lawton said. “And
if we go, I want to do it tonight—now.
Mary is away. I wouldn’t want to frighten
her—we can be back in an hour er two.
She’ll never even miss us.”

“Test it?” Toler echoed.

Lawton had jumped to his feet. From
a2 small box on the work table he pro-
duced a tiny green lizard—sleek little rep-
tile about two inches long. He held it
wiggling between thumb and forefinger.

“I figured we'd try the dwindling drug
on this,” he said. “And if it works—"

“T'll go with you,” Toler said abruptly.

“Good.™

HE HOODED Iight gleamed down
on them as they held the hzard on
the sorble siab. Carefully ILawton
eacked off 2 oy fragment from ooe of the
dark-colored peliets of drug. Then at last,
the Eifle reptiie bad Boked ot with its
tongne.
“He ate #!™ Toler smrmured.
“Yes. And now—"
And zimost in 2 moment he could feel the
change. Then they both could see it.
“It’s getting smaller I” Toler gasped.

“Yes?' -

Then Lawton released it. The lizard
had been two inches long. Now it was
only one inch . . . half an inch. It stood -
for a few seconds wobbling ; then it scut-
tled onto the marble slab.

“Look!” Toler breathed. “It’s on the
quartz—"

The fragment of diamond quartz was
itself no more than a sparkling, irregular
lump about two inches in diameter. Now
the dwindling, tiny reptile was slithering
on it, perhaps attracted by the gleam of
the quartz facets. ©r perhaps by sheer
chance—

In that instant, Lawton had the vague
impulse to try to knock it back onto the
marble. But already it was too small, a
tiny green moving speck in a ridge of the
quartz.

“I can still see it!” Toler murmured.

“Yes—" But then it was gone.

IT WAS hardly half past nine when
Toler and Lawton were ready. They had
tested the enlarging drug on a little fly
which, as it began to swell, they killed with
a shudder. . ..

“Ready now,” Lawton said. “We must .
take the drug simultaneously.”

They sat beside each other on the edge
of the black marble slab. Lawton handed
his companion one of the little darkish pel- .
lets. On his tongue it dissolved with 2
swift, bubbling effervescence. It was sick-
ish-sweet to the taste.

“Close your eyes,” Lawton said sharply.

Even with his eyes closed, the lurching
swoop of his senses was dizzying. He
could feel Toler clutching him. Almost in
that second the spreading drug was tin-
gling his nerves like a tiny shock and
fire all over him, as though permeating
every smallest cell-fibre. Lawton steadied
himself, opened his eyes. Beside him Toler
was gazing past him with a dazed expres-
sion of unbelief on his heavy face.

“Weird,” Toler murmured.
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It was of course, quite what Lawton had
steeled himself to expect, yet even so this
reality was startling. Around him, the
shadowed laboratory room seemed in mo-
tion, every line of it crawling, shifting,
expanding. The edge of the work table,
which a moment before had been a few
feet away, now was drawing back and
lifting. Everything was rising, moving
away, growing larger. In all the swaying,
shifting scene, only Toler beside him was
unchanged. Relief swept Lawton. Both
of them were dwindling at the same rate.

And around Lawton and Toler now was
the faint violet sheen of the electronic aura
which his father had explained to him the
drug would create; an electromagnetic
field within which all cellular structures
would be affected, so that their clothes
and objects in close contact with their
bodies shrank with them. s

An accelerating change. And suddenly
Lawton was aware that he was feeling it.
Under him, the marble slab-surface was
shifting, drawing out with its expansion.
His hand, resting on it, had drawn away
from his side so that he had to slide it
back. And the smooth black marble sur-
face was turning rough.

“Our feet!” Toler abruptly murmured.
4‘Why_why;_-_,’

It brought the dazed Lawton into full
alertness. The marble slab rested on a
bracket a little distance above the floor.
As they sat on its edge, their feet had been
on the floor. Now their legs were dan-
gling, feet swinging in the air. The marble
slab now had spread out to become a great
shining black surface, broken by ridges
and hummocks. Beyond it, the outlines of
the laboratory walls and ceiling loomed in
a gigantic blur, far away and high up. The
heoded light was a great diffused brilliance
above them.

“The quartz!” Lawton gasped. “We've
got to get to it—quickly now!”

Across the gleaming black surface the
quariz showed as a great lump of rock, a

‘waist-high boulder ; and as they scrambled’

up onto the slab, already it had drawn still
further away and expanded. Now they
were running on the shifting, enlarging
ridged marble. The quartz was a jagged
mass of rock when they reached it. Breath-
less, panting, they climbed with tlée rocky
mass opening around and above them.
Then at last they were atop it.

“All right now,” Lawton murmured.
“We can stand here a moment.”

The top of the quartz was like a rock
pinnacle. With the gasping, sweating
Toler beside him, Lawton stood gazing

“down. Ten feet or so below, the black

marble surface stretched away to the abyss
at its edge. The laboratory floor was a
shadowed blur far below. The work table,
the wall behind i, the ceiling of the giant.
room, now were almost indistinguishable—
fantastic, mountainous shapes in the haze
of distance.

BRUPTLY now, for a single in-
A stant, Lawton’s awareness of reali-

ties shifted. He could picture him-
self and Toler as they actually were, tiny
figures perched on the two-inch lump of
quartz. But it was only for that instant;
then again Lawton felt himself his normal
six-foot height, Toler massive and squat
and normal, standing here with him; and
all the shifting scene expanding into new
strange vistas. A little ridge of rock sur-!
face was down by their feet. Within a
moment it had widened to a cleft, a shallow
gully.

“It’s changing even faster,” Toler mur-
mured. “Everything—faster.”

“For a time, it will,” Lawton said. It
seemed incredible that only about five
minutes had passed. The haze of sky over-
head held a gigantic mass of almost blind-
ing light. Beside them, the gully was
waist-deep now and some ten feet wide.
Pits were here, steadily opening into great.
depressions.

They- scrambled down into the gully.-
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Shadows were here now, blurred shapeless
shadows from the rocks and spires of the
expanding ground. The gully had ex-
panded into a valley. Its jagged wall was
rising beside them.

Lawton felt it odd to realize that he was
not dizzy now. He turned with a grim
smile to Toler. “You okay?”

“Sure. Sure.”

They found that they could not stand
still ; the ground under them drew their
feet steadily apart so that constant move-
ment was necessary. The distant valley
walls were precipitous mountain-sides,
great jagged cliffs. The blur of light in
the hazy sky was gone behind one of the
cliffs. The cliff-top cast a great shadow.
It reached them, enveloped them so that
a twilit darkness came.

The beginning of the new realms of
smallness. Toler realized it. He said sud-
denly, “How big would you think we are
now ?”’ s

Lawton shook his head. In the measure-
ments of the outside world, they might be
a hundredth of an inch tall perhaps. Or
even less . . . He gazed down at the
rocky ground under his feet as it shifted,
expanding into new crevices of shadowed
dimness. A hundredth of an inch, as they
would have measured it in the laboratory.
Yet at their feet a tiny pinpoint of depres-
sion could open to a monstrous yawning
pit, with the realms of infinite smallness re-
mote within it, '

“Seems as if that first dose of the drug
was wearing off,” Toler said a moment
later.

Lawton had noticed it. What had been
2 valley here was now a great tumbled
rocky landscape, with strewn rocks and
loose boulders. A fantastic landscape,
Blezak. naked and dim. Rock formations
stood like great buttes. Ridged cliffs
yawned with cave-mouths. But the crawl-
mme. expanding motion was slackening.
For 2 moment they had sat on a rock. It
se=med 2 minute or two before it was so

big that they jumped down from lt Then
presently the motion stopped. :

Toler grinned. His heavy face was: Cov-
ered with sweat. He wiped it with the
back of his hand. “Well, that’s a relief.
Do we take more of the drug now?” =~

“Let’s rest awhile,” Lawton said.” He
realized he was tired. Both of them were
ragged and dirty.

They stretched themselves on the
ground. “We're really not much more
than well started,” Lawton said.

“You mean, compared to what your
father did?” ' '

“Yes. I believe he took several doses ot
the drug.”

When they weren’t talking, the silence
here seemed pressing on them. It was a
darkly forbidding world—barren desola-
tion of rocks, strewn as though by some
giant cataclysm of nature.

“How long have we been gone?” Toler
asked suddenly.

Again Lawton shook his head. “Half an
hour?”

“It seemed about like that,”
agreed.

“Father spoke of the time-element. Like
everything else, the time-rate in smallness
is different.”

“Accelerated,” Toler said. “I figured it
would be that.”

So that now they were living their tiny
lives faster than before. An hour here
might be only a few minutes, back there
in the giant outer Earth-world.

They discussed it. And now they were
aware that in the rocky dimmess around
them, a new form of light existed. A soft
effulgence, like a phosphorescent mist
hanging in the air.

Toler

“It seems to come from the rocks them-
selves,” Lawton remarked.

A crevice was beside Toler. He ges-
tured to it. “Down in there—look, it
seems brighter. A glow—"

The light of the new realms of smali-
ness, compared to which they were still
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meonstrous titans stretched ‘here on the
ground, beckoned beneath them. Lawton
lay pondering it and for a time he and
Toler were silent. Then suddenly Toler
said, “How far in had your father gone
when he found that blood diamond ?”

Queerly Lawton had never thought
since they started of the treasure he was
after. “Certainly not around here,” he
said. “Father spoke of vegetation and
streams of water.”

There was another silence. “I hope
you find the diamonds,” Toler remarked.
“You'll be rich.”

“Lord knows I need it.”” So often, as he
had worked on the drugs, Lawton had pic-
tured the things he would do for Mary
with sudden riches come to him; and the
things he would do for himself—money to
spend on research, and perhaps the en-
dowment of other scientists who often with
limited funds were struggling to advance
the world. Lawton had given thought also

to what he would do with these weird

drugs themselves. Destroy them !

‘His father had discussed that with him.

“A diabolic thing, Robert,” his father had
said. “Too evil, not to be destroyed.” The
drugs were a great scientific achievement,
of course. But the good that they might
do was far outweighed by their potential
ewil. - .. ‘
A sudden sharp exclamation from Toler
roused Lawton from his stream of
thoughts. Toler was sitting up on the
rocks, clutching him. “Listen! What’s
that?”

AWTON' could hear it, a dis-
L tant scratching, scraping sound as
though something were moving out
in the rocky dimness. A loose rock rolled
or fell with a faint blurred clatter.
“Something here?” Lawton jumped to
his feet. There was nothing visible but the
spread of tumbled rocks, vague in the half
twilight, dimly tinged with the phosphor-
escent mist.

“It was out that way,” Toler murmured.
He stood gesturing. And then both of
them gasped, stood stricken, frozen into
mute horror.

A few hundred yards away a huge
butte-like rock stood in an open space.
Abruptly from behind it a slithering shape
had appeared, a monstrous green thing on
the ground. A giant reptile! It came
scuttling into the open beside the butte—a
reptile more than a hundred feet long. Its
tail stretched out in a crescent behind and
around the rock.

It seemed to see the two tiny human
figures standing in the shadows. Its
pointed head was reared ten feet above
the ground; its huge eyes gleamed with
a green glare in the twilight.

“Why—why—" Toler gasped. “That
thing—it’s—"’

It was the tiny green lizard to which
they had fed the diminishing drug back
tHere in the laboratory! The drug it had
taken had worn off, leaving it roaming
here in a size gigantic compared to Lawton
and Toler! Toler was gasping something
of the kind. Lawton shoved him. “Run!
Run!”

The huge reptile’s tongue licked out
from its green jaws; and now it was scut-
tling forward, coming at them with a rush
that made the loose stones clatter under
its monstrous feet. Lawton tried to keep
his wits. Out here in the open the mon-
strous thing would be on them in a mo-
ment. To one side Lawton saw a recess
between two rocks, a narrow crevice.

“This way!” he shouted. “Those
rocks—"

Barely in time they darted into the rift.
The scuttling behind them was a torrent
of clatter. It seemed almost that they
could hear the fetid breath of the thing as
it sucked in and out.

“Back further!” Lawton gasped. “Its
—its tongue is so long—"

Back in the crevice they wedged them-
selves while outside the baffled monster
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stood peering with the glare of its lumi-
nous eyes glinting on the green snout. The
rounded point of its great jaw came a little
way into the opening. Its great tongue
reached out, darting with dripping eager-
ness.

Through 2 moment of horror Lawton
and Toler huddled together. Then the
tongue was gone. The huge green snout
shifted back.

“It’s gone!” Toler breathed.

“Yes. I guessso.”

For another moment they could hear the
scraping scuttle of its feet. Then there was
only silence.

They did not go out to investigate.
There was no need to chance facing the
thing again. For a minute or two they
crouched with the cold sweat of their ter-
ror drying on them.

“We'll take more of the drug now,”
Lawton said. He smiled faintly. “I had a
hunch not to let that dwindling little lizard
climb on the quartz!” :

“T never thought of it at all,” Toler con-
fessed. “Good Lord, what a chance we
took!”

With another of the drug-pellets, the
swaying expansion of the rocks around
them began again. To Lawton it might
have been an hour, with their little haven
of recess expanding into another broad
valley—an hour of sometimes frantic
scrambling down widening ramps, jump-
ing into expanding pits and deepening
canyons. All semblance of overhead light
was long since gone, so that the effulgent
glow was constantly more apparent. Then
it seemed that they could see it streaming
from the rocks, making the soft twilight
luminous.

Then at last, again the drug seemed
expended, the movement around them
slackening. For some time now there had
been evidences of water, a little moisture
clinging like dew to the rocks; then mois-

" ture in the hollows. And the rocks them-

selves were different. Occasionally they

came to places where the ground was like
earth. Then vegetation appeared. Little
blades of gray, struggling here and there
in the softness of the dirt. There was a
glade of queerly stunted trees, like an out-
post. . ..

“Well, T guess it’s stopped again,”
Toler said.

Now they were standing on a broad
shelf of rock in the opal twilight, with a
sheer brink here into 2 great wide rolling
valley, far down. Behind them on a slope
a little patch of gray gnarled trees stood in
the bleakness up here on the height. Be-
yond, the distant serrated ramps of moun-
tains miles away loomed up into the hazy
blur of what one might call a sky. To the
left, out of a rock-cleft, a small rill of water
bubbled to the lip of the brink and fell,
spraying out, carried by the gentle night-
breeze out over the lower valley.

On the brink, Lawton and Toler stood
and gazed down. It was a rolling land-

" scape of trees thick as a forest. A ridge

of mountains was behind it ; a river wound
through it like a shining, twisting silver
ribbon, broadening in one place to a placid
lake, then narrowing again. And there
were open spaces like fields.

It was all dwarfed by distance down
there. But suddenly Lawton realized that
the distance down was not as great as he
had thought. The valley was like a toy
landscape—a scene all in miniature, with
two giants on a great ledge of rock gazing
down at it.

“Look!” Lawton murmured. “Things
are moving—people are down there—see
them? Humans!”

There were tiny moving dots in the
fields, where things were growing; and
beyond the patch of forest, a group of tiny
dwellings, the dots of houses with streets
between them. A human civilization was
down here in the realm of smallness! It
stirred Lawton, the scientist in him was
fervid with eagerness.

“Toler! Just a taste of the drug will
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carry us there! We don’t want to be giants
and frighten them—"

But it seemed that Toler did not hear
him. Toler was staring, not down into the

« valley now, but off to one side where the

rill of water was babbling.
“The blood diamonds!” Toler mur-
mured. “The blood diamonds—there they

2 arc!"

The diamonds sparkled in the luminous

' twilight. There seemed to be a vein of
i ore in the cleft face of a rock, and down
' by the rill of water where it had washed
‘ some of them out, the little carbon-stones
i lay strewn.

Not just here, but everywhere on this

- height and perhaps for countless miles of
. this upper stretch, the treasure lay for the

taking.

“The diamonds!” Toler murmured
again. “Look! So many of them!”

Now he had left Lawton and dashed to
the stream. He picked one up. His hand
was shaking. The tiny jewel, worth noth-
ing here, yet a thing for which men would
work and struggle and fight in the outer
Earth-world, lay in his palm.

“Good enough!” Robert Lawton, as he
ran up, did not see the heavy face of his
companion. He did not notice the shaking
quaver of cupidity in Toler’s voice; he
could not see the gleam in Toler’s eyes;
least of all could he guess the import of
Toler’s rush of thoughts. “The blood-
diamonds!”’ Lawton echoed. “Well, I'll be
damned! Here they are!”

He stooped to pick one up. Vaguely he
was aware that Toler was moving and was
behind him. Then suddenly Toler leaped.

“Why—what—what the devil—" Law-
ton could no more than gasp it; and then
he realized that Toler was gripping him by
the throat, the weight of Toler’s mas-
sive body pressing him backward.

“That vial—give it to me!” Toler
rasped it out as Lawton fell backward with
his adversary sprawling on him. “The en-

larging drug, damn you—"

“Jacques! Why—" Then he knew that
Toler had seized the vial with a ery of
triumph. Lawton’s sudden shock of con-
fusion still blurred him. In the dimness
there was only Toler’s face contorted with
frenzy. Desperately lunging, Lawton tried
to get to his feet. For a brief horrible in-
stant he realized that Toler was gripping
him, heaving him with massive strength . ..
and that the brink was yawning beside
him.

For just a moment Robert Lawton
fought with frenzied desperation trying to
save himself. The blow of Toler’s fist in
his face blurred him so that his senses
reeled. The brink was closer. Vaguely he
knew it; vaguely he felt himself frantically
clutching. Then he was toppling, falling.
He may have had a last realization that he
was screaming as he fell.

ing Toler drew back and crouched,

peering down. For a few seconds
he could see the blob of Lawton’s body as
it fell. To the tiny world down there it
was a monstrous giant hurtling down from
the heights. The sound of the splintering
little forest trees floated up to Toler.
Then in the opalescent glow he could see
the broken body of Lawton lying stretched
with the forest mashed under it, and the
shining thread of river damming up.

Then Jacques Toler drew back. A
triumph at what he had done was within
him—a thing he had slowly contemplated
during all the strange journey. Now he
leaped to his feet, gathering up all the
sparkling little jewels he could carry. They
were enough, more than enough to make
him rich beyond any of his dreams. And
there was Mary Lawton, just a teen-age
girl, fatherless now, and dependent upon
himself for comfort in her bereavement.
Her beauty had always fascinated him,
even though she had never shown any
warmth toward him. Things with her
might be very different now ! The rich and

Q- T THE brink, the panting, sweat-
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famous Jacques Toler! The discovery of
the drugs, which now he could claim as
his own, would bring him the acclazm of
the scientific world.

And no one could ever say, of course,
that Lawton’s death down here had been
anything but an accident! '

To Toler, the return journey seemed
far quicker, far easier than coming here.
Around him in a moment, the shining
landscape was shrinking, the ground under
his feet drawing inward, the pale distant
mountains coming forward and down, un-
til he was towering beside them, stepping
over them into new dwindling realms.

The drug wore off at last. He rested,
then took another of the white pellets.
Resting here in the boulder-strewn, bar-
ren valley, Toler suddenly remembered
the great green reptile roaming somewhere
here. Fear swept him with the startled
sense of how tragically ironic it would be
if. now, at the last, his triumph were
snatched from him. He stood _peering
anxiously around.

And then he saw it! Off at a little dis-
tance the huge green shape was lying. Al-
most at the same time, it was aware of
him as he stood transfixed, mutely gazing,
It reared up. And now it was slithering
forward!

Toler ran. The shrinking ground, all in
motion now because he had taken the sec-
ond of the drug-pellets, shifted under him
so that he was staggering. He thought in
a moment that the damnable thing was
upon him. Desperately he looked back. It
was behind him, but it was far smaller
now! Dwindling green shape ... Then
it was perhaps the lemgth of his own
body. . ..

Toler stopped running. Like the shrink-
ing rocks, the approaching, lowering val-
ley walls, the lizard was dwindling. It
was poised ten feet or so from him, but
the shifting ground was bringing it nearer,
until in another moment it was a tiny
-thing. His foot raised over it, but it scut-

tled away and was gone in a twmkkng

Jacques Toler laughed with a new sense
of his power and his triumph. Nothing
lay ahead of him now but his triumphant -

return to his own world—to Mary— ,
Then at last Toler knew that he was

roaming the upper surface of the fragment 7

of diamond quartz. A tiny creature stiil,
to the giant outer world perhaps barely a
hundredth of an inch tall, but the journey
was almost over. Above him was the great
dazzling glare, high up in the blur of dis-
tance, that he knew to be the hooded light
over the quartz and the marble slab.
Vagtely he could see the laboratory walis
now, blurs far off in the distance.

And suddenly he could see that there
was movement up there. A towering hu-
man shape; a patch, pink-white, which
was the blur of a human face, high up in
the dazzling glare.
~ Though Toler did not realize it in that
first moment, little Mary Lawton had come
into her father’s laboratory—a slim brown-

haired girl in a dark dress which she had

worn to the church choir practice. She

had thought her father would be here. She

stood 2 moment expectantly gazing around.

She had never seen the slab of black

marble before. It puzzled her, and that

little sparkling chunk of rock lying in its
center. Impulsively she stooped down,

with her hand reaching to pick up the

rock-fragment. . . .

To Jacques Toler, standing there with
the triumph of his return still upon him,
those last seconds were a blur of horror.
He saw the titan shape of the girl bending
swiftly down . . . There was an instant
when he saw the great pink-white blob
of her hand swooping above him in a roar-
ing rush of wind that blurred the tiny
squeak of his last desperate cry. Then the
monstrous pink mass which was one of her
fingers closed down. . . . Mercifully Jac-

- ques Toler’s human senses faded instantly

into the abyss of death, and his darkling
spirit fled away.




From the bmbm, from the hbmg graves, from the outmost
stars, they came back to what had been Earth, only to find
Man’s greatest enemy—

BEYOND o
ALL WEAPONS

By L. RON

’ I \HE REVOLT was over and the
firing parties had begun. In a single
day in Under Washington, three

thousand rebels were executed and twelve
thousand more condenined to life impris-
onment in the camps. And the Bellerophon
hung fifteen thousand miles out of reach,
caught between death by starvation and
swifter death by surrender.

She was the last of the rebel ships, the
Bellerophon. “Sent by Admiral Correlli
during the last hours of the action to the
relief of an isolated community on Mars,
she had escaped the debacle which had
overtaken all her sister ships in contest
with Earth. 4

The revolt was ill begun and worse
ended. But the cause had been bright
and the emergency large and Mars, long-
suffering colony of an arbitrary and aged
Earth, had at last, as the dying bulldog
seeks to take one final grip on the throat
of his foe, revolted against Mother Earth.

But there was little sense in recounting
those woes now, as Captain Guide well
knew. The taxes and embargoes had all
but murdered Mars before the revolt had
begun. The savage bombardment of the
combined Navies of Earth had left an ex-
panse of wasted tillage and shattered
towns and the colonists had been all but
annihilated.
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Like her sisters, the Bellerophon was a
converted merchantman. Any resem-
blance she bore to a naval spaceship was
resident only in the minds of her officers
and crew. Plying her trade from Cap
City to Denverchicago, she had suffered
much from being colonial-built. The in-
spectors on Earth had inspected her twice
as often as regulations demanded and
found ten times as much fault. And be-
cause she was colonial, her duties, enforced
by irksome searches and even crew seiz-
ures for the Earth Navy, had all but
bankrupted Smiley Smith and the line’s
directors—not that that mattered now, for
the company and all its people were dead
in the wreck which had been the finest
city in the colonies,

“I won't surrender!” said Georges Mi-
card, first mate. “Not while I've got a
gun to fire! It’s their holiday. Let’s give
them a few blazing cities to celebrate by !”

Guide, cool, austere, had looked at his
mate in silence for a while. He said, “Your
plan-is not without nierit, Georges. We
have suffered beyond endurance and our
comrades have died gallantly. And a few
blazing cities would be much in order
were it not for one thing: the barrier.”

Georges, optimistic, very young, was
apt to forget practical details. The reason
Earth had won had been the barrier. So
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Above them blazed the Sun, unmistakable. About
them crouched the towers of a city long dead. . . .
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well had the secret been kept that when
the colonial fleet had attacked, every mis-
sile they had launched at the queen cities
of their mother planet had exploded a
thousand miles out from target. There was
an invisible barrier there, a screen, an elec-
tronic ceiling. And Mars, new-formed,
braver than she was sensible, had found
herself unable to retaliate for the thunder
of missiles which had wrenched her cities
from their foundations and laid them into
dust.

“Adl right,” said Georges, glancing
around the wardroom at the other officers.
“We'll sit up here until the cruisers come
get us and then we'll vanish in a puff of
atoms.”

“They won’t come,” said Carteret.
“They know we are here but they’ll wait
for us to starve. They have every space-
port on Mars and Venus. We're done.”

Gloom deepened in the room. Then
Albert Firth, their political adviser, an
intense-eyed Scot, honed keen in the chill
clime of New Iceland, Mars, leaned for-
ward.

“You interested me, captain, when you
spoke today of the drives for which our
fleet should have waited. Exactly what
were those drives, sir?”

Guide looked at him with understand-
ing. It was time to speak. These people
had depleted their own stores of ideas.
Hundreds of thousands of colonists were
dead and, as fast as the orders for execu-
tion could be issued, thousands more were
dying. These men would not cavil at thin
chances.

“I have had, for some time, a plan,” he
said.

Eyes whipped to him. They knew
Guide. Bilged out of the Space Academy
at fourteen for one too many duels, raised
by the lawless camps of the southern cap
on Mars, cast off by his family but in-
finitely esteemed by his comrades and
former employers, Firstin Guide was a
man to whom one paid attention.

“I think they ought to be whipped,” he
said quietly.

In more optimistic times, that had been
a common opinion on Mars. Since the
triarchy of the Polar State had destroyed
all free government, the thoughts of less

disciplined peoples had run in that vein.

Martian colonists were, more lately, ref-
ugees from the insensate cruelties and -
caprices of the Polar regime. And they
had all thought that the “snow devils”—
that strange race who had managed to
adapt their metabolism to the blood-chill-
ing climate of the North Pole, and who in
half a century had made their unexploited
realm the prime power of Earth—ought
to be whipped. But here, in a ship almost
out of food, low on ammunition, with half
her fuel gone and her cause already lost,
those words drew a quick intake of breath
from all. But they knew Firstin Guide.
He would not speak idly.

“At Spencerport,” he began, “a techni-
cian named Jones perfected, about five
years ago, an extra-velocity fuel. You all
know of that. It burns too fast and has
too much thrust for anything but spurt
space racing.”

“I know the fuel,” said Albert. “But
Spencerport was wiped out.”

“So it was. But it happens that I was
loaded with EV fuel for transport to Earth
when I was mobilized. I landed that cargo
when I landed my merchant crew and took
aboard you gentlemen of the Naval Volun-
teers. That fuel is cached at Ranger-
haven: I was not raised to trust the ex-
pected to happen, gentlemen. I put it in
a vault.”

“But what has this to do with us?” said
Georges. “Sure, we can risk a landing at
Rangerhaven, that’s ninety leagues south
of nowhere, the most godforsaken spot on
Mars. But of what value could this fuel
be___"

“Gentlemen, there have been several at-
tempts for the stars.”

They stared at Guide, unwinking, at



BEYOND ALL WEAPONS - -

- once stunned and elated And then Firth
relaxed. “No use, sir. Ships have gone.
But ships don’t come back. That’s been a
closed book, captain.”

“If you have closed a book recently, Mr.
Firth, you doubtless noticed that it could
be opened again.”

They were restless then. They wanted
- to believe they had a chance. They could
_ imagine they heard the firing parties at
Under Washington. And they had been
on half rations for a week.

Guide looked coolly at them. He had
judged his moment rightly. “I picked up
a technician from the prisoners we took at
Americaville. A very well-educated young
Eskimo.”

They recalled this, and they also recalled
Guide’s insistence that they sort out the
garrison before they executed the Earth
infantry,

“He is down in the brig,” said Guide.
And he sat back to give them his final
stroke, casually, almost bored. “He knows
the formulae of the barricade.”

When he saw how deeply this shaft had
sunk, he followed it. “And with those for-
mulae a single vessel could penetrate it
and, with her drives alone, lay waste the
central Polar cities. That done, the restora-
tion of free government on Earth would
be very simple. All that is necessary is
that we take all we can in the way of tech-
nology and personnel, lay a course for the
stars—Alpha Centauri first—and locate a
habitable planet. That they exist is un-
questionable, There we set up a colony,
build our barrier-breaker and return to
Earth as a combat ship to ruin Polar
domination.”

He lighted a small cigar to make it all
seem simple. “I think,” he said, “that they
should be whipped.”

His attitude, his casualness, drove away
the terrible question marks posed by the
plan. Ships had gone, using EV fuel.
Ships had not come back. Theoretically
it was impossible to travel to the stars,

but theory is a cold thing and subject =

much reversal. Theoretically a ship blew
up when it tried to break the “wall of
light”, But there had been many another
theory which, in practice, had proven
wrong.

They were none of them mathemati-
cians. They were what they called prac-
tical men. All but Firth had grown up in
spacetravel arcund the Sun. The heart-
beat of Mars was Earth commerce and it
had been to preserve that commerce that
they had fought. Therefore a stellar voy-
age was only an extension of what they
already knew.

“I have no instruments for measuring
speed nor even for navigation to the
stars,” said Guide. “I have no idea whether
we can ‘break the wall’. I know no more
than you what lies out there en route to
Alpha Centauri. But I know what lies
before us here—a firing party for our-
selves and the end of freedom in this
system forever. I think,” he added, after
a slow puff at his cigar, “that an unknown
and even dangerous adventure is prefer-
able to a sordid certainty. Your votes?”

There was no standing out against this
chance. They gave him their “ayes” right
gladly and they began to quiver with hope
as they stabbed outward for Mars and
Rangerhaven.

Going up in a puff of pure energy was
better any day than going down before the
grinning pleasure of a Polar firing squad.

again touched Mars. A blizzard was
yelling, ninety below cold and fifty-
five miles an hour strong. And the port
lay shattered and deserted, roasted into
lava by the passing vengeance of the Earth
navy.
At the head of a landing force of twenty
militia and against the protests of his of-
ficers who urged him not to risk his life,

IT WAS black polar night when they

_ Captain Guide made his perilous way to-

ward the operations building, buffeted by
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the wind and blinded by whirling granules
of snow. .

They reached their objective and Guide
and a sergeant, smashing back the door
with blasters, leaped inside. They were
almost shot by the startled group around
the stove. They almost fired into that
group. But then they recognized one an-
other and they laid away their weapons
and held a glad reunion.

There was Cadette, captain of the
Asteroid V, Miller, skipper of the Swift
Voyage and Gederle, master of the Queen
Charlotte, merchantmen all. To see one
another alive was surprise enough for the
moment and Guide, gloating now at this
reinforcement, let them exuberate for a
while.

“By whillerkers,” said Cadette, “last
I seen of you, Guide, was your flyin’
lights vanishin’ out toward the fleet. And
now by golly you pop up like bad money.
Say, how’d you land out there in the
middle of three ships? Might have ruined
one of us.”

“I was too late for actien,” said Guide.
“It’s all over now with the fleet.”

They held a long silence after this, a
bitter silence.

Guide broke it at last. “But how did
you manage to escape, the three of you?”

“Fleet train,” said Miller. “The Aste-
roid and the Swift were carrying food and
ammunition and Gederle had about five
hundred marines on his Queen Charloite.
Then Cadette had a battalion of engineers
in case we had to patch up Earth when we
took it—devil with it,” he added suddenly.
“We're alive right now but it’s a matter
of a few days until the Earth patrols locate
us. You can’t hide anything as big as our
stuff. We’re done for.”

“Yes,” said Guide, “I suppose so.”

There was something in the way he said
it which distracted them from their de-
pression. They knew Guide as a vicious
poker player and a stealer of cargos and

they respected him.

He sat down beside the glowing pot-
belly stove, warming his lean hands. He
let them work up their own curiosities be-
fore he said, “I have a slightly different
angle. An unknown adventure is better
than a certain defeat. T might be able to
use you gentlemen—and your engineers
and troops.”

That anything in the Universe still had
a use for them was almost argument
enough. They had come here, intending
to make one last battle of it against the
hopeless numbers of Earthmen and ships
which must, this minute, be combing Mars
for the last of the rebels. Polar night
would hide them at best for a few days.
And then powerful detectors would rake
across the place and they would be called
upon to surrender and die or fight and die.
They had seen as they passed all that was
left of Cap City, all that remained of Gold
Strike, the ruin of Fort Desolation and
the death-strewn ramparts of Base One,
once the most powerful single fortress in
the Solar System. Out there across the
continents they had wives, children, par-
ents, and they knew nothing of their fate.
But spacemen have a certain fortitude.
And they could look now at Guide.

“I cached,” said Guide, “some #ffty
pounds of extra-velocity fuel in a vault
near here when I was mobilized.”

“Fifty pounds!” said Miller.

“Are you sure it wasn’t blown up?”’
said Cadette. “You haven’t seen this place
in daylight. It's a ruin.”

“When I was a kid around here, we
used to get blown up pretty regularly,”
said Guide. “Rangers being no better than
what they were. And we had an old vault
in which we cached loot. The EV is down
there by the river in that vault. I took
most of the packing off it so it will be easy
handling. We have four ships. That’s
twelve and a half pounds a ship or enough
for six months’ burning. From what you
say I gather we have about fifteen hundred

men amongst us including your troops,
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and perhaps two or three months’ provi-
sions 7

They were breathless, expectant. They
had lost one hope already and they were
afraid to lose this one.

‘But Gederle was a conservative. “If
we try to burn EV we’ll be unable to keep
our speed down to finite levels. We'd be
out of the Solar System in a matter of
hou—" He halted. Suddenly they under-
stood.

“But it’s never been cracked!” said
Gederle. '

“Well, blasting through the wall of light
is preferable as a chance,” said Guide. *I
never heard of a man surging through a
row of Polar burners yet.”

“The wall of light,” whispered Cadette.
“And then—then the stars?”’

“Yes,” said Guide with an elaborate
yawn, crossing his fine boots and pouring
a drink. “The good old wall of light. A
lot have gone out for a try, but none have
come back. Maybe they exploded into
pure energy. Maybe they are derelicts.
And maybe it’s just so confounded fas-
cinatin’ in the stars that they don’t want to
come back. Well?”

“But do we just leave everything? The
war—well, that’s lost. But how about our
people P”

“The only reason I'd risk it,” said Guide
with sudden viciousness, “is to get a
chance to come back and wipe out these
ice-brains! We pledged our lives to kill
them. Earth is ours. We aren’t done
yet! I feel,” he added, leaning back and
grasping his drink, “that they can still be
whipped. You see, I've one of their en-
gineers aboard who knows the secret of
their barrier.”

This catalyzed them into instant en-
thusiasm. Their bitter hatred had carried
them far. Now it was going to carry them
further. Words of savage hope rushed
from them and they fell into an involved
discussion of ways and means.

After a while Guide interrupted them.

“I think it unwise to put all our chips
on one stack of cards, gentlemen. I would
like to form a colony in the stars, build the
necessary egquipment and then come back
with a small portion of our people and
wreck the ice-brain towns. If we fail to
take Earth, we will at least have made it
possible for our own people to revolt. But
we may have to retreat again. We need a
base im the stars. I think the Queen
Charlotte, being a fast liner, could give
us her troops and then join us after we
are gone to a certain rendezvous.”

“But why should she stay behind 7 said
Cadette.

“I'Hl do whatever you say, Guide,” said
Gederle.

“We’ve fifteen atmospere planes,” said
Guide. “While the enemy is still trying
to consolidate his gains here I suggest we
spend what time we can getting our fam-
ilies, those we can find, and women down
to the Queen Charlotte. 1f she gets caught,
she gets caught. At least the rest of us
will be free to attempt the project and
avenge her.”

They looked at him, the glare of deter-
mination on their faces. They knew noth-
ing of the stars or the navigation to them.
They had no way of computing their
future speed. They were grasping a thin
hope. And they drank greedily to it.

UST outside the giddily whirling
J Mercury the three spacevessels
waited. They had improved their
time by patching up battle damage and
distributing stores. And they waited now
tensely for the Queen Charlotie.

Hers was the most daring role in this
part of the mission. But there was danger
to the others as well, for the Queen Char-
lotte might be allowed to get free only
to lead the victorious navy down upon
the rendezvous. They were tense, then,
trying to hide their anxiety, trying not to
appear overwrought with worry over the
fates of their own people.
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A hasty canvass of the entire small fleet
had netted a large number of addresses.
Only a fool could suppose that a third of
those to whom rescue was directed for the
Queen Charlotte would be reached. Many
might be perfectly well and alive and still
miss the call of the atmosphere planes. In
the act of escaping the garrisons, several
planes or all of them might be blasted
down. And a stray cruiser might have
come upon the old freebooter holdout at
Rangerhaven and blown the Queen Char-
lotte and all her rescued people to ques-
tionable glory.

But they worked on the Asteroid V,
the Swift Voyage and the Bellerophon.
They intended to go four ships as one,
banded together with something more than
signals. As they intended to reach at least
fifty times the speed of light, they knew
that they would become invisible and lost
to one another in the first few hours. And
so, with torches and metal bars, they were
uniting themselves as a cluster of ships, all
using their drives, all forging ahead but
only the Bellerophon steering. They had
argued on the safety factor for some time
and had decided that it was better to perish
as a unit than to get lost as a fleet.

But the workmen were laggard,
scrambling over the hulls, clumsy in their.
space kits. Their eyes were continually
raking the dark skies about Mercury
which lay a thousand miles from them.
The Sun’s corona lashed and blazed, a
gorgeous sight. They had eyes only for
the possible coming of the Queen Char-
lotte.

High purpose and higher resolve stirred
them. But their hope lagged as long as
the fourth ship remained unreported.

And then, at the end of the fifth day of
their wait, yells of joy sang out through
the ships and crackled over the workmen’s
intercoms. Down from the Sun came the
Queen Charlotte, ‘intact, braking and
jockeying to drift to a halt beside them.

Within the hour Guide was reading

over the intercoms of men and ships the
list of those saved.

It had been hot and nervous work. One
atmosphere ship had been sighted and
shot down, another had been badly dam-
aged but had come through. And one
hundred and eighty-five members of the
familes of those in this fleet had been con-
tacted, still alive, and rescued. At first
thought, the personnel looked at this as
a bad show; but then the tales of the ad-
venture began to circulate through the
ships and the rescue took on the com-
plexion of the miraculous. Hardly a build-
ing was left standing in the major cities.
All communications were out. Ice-brains
were everywhere, raping, burning, looting.
One hundred and eighty-five names out of
two thousand was a phenomenal high.

The fates of many of the missing were
known, a fact which dispelled much un-
certainty, for the families were close as
spacemen are close. And then, a victori-
ous factor—there were two thousand
women on the Queen Charlotte, rescued
at random from the floods of terrorized
civilians pouring from the towns of Mars.

They had a staff meeting on the Beller-
ophon while workmen put graps on the
Queen Charlotte and brought her into the
cluster.

The tales Gederle’s people had brought
had inflamed them to a desperate pitch.

“I hope, gentlemen,” said Guide, as they
took their chairs, “that we have done and
will do all that we can. It is obvious that
upon us depends any future freedom in
the Solar System and upon us devolves
the whole responsibility of rescuing our
late comrades and our people. We have
the nucleus of a new base. But we must
remember that our primary mission is the
rescue of Earth. It will take months to
build up the necessary technology to crack
the barrier. We must invent and perfect
a most complicated device. And we must
have a base from which to strike again
should we, this first time, fail, for if we
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even remain near the Sun, we will be dis-
covered and destroyed. -

~ “If we reach the stars, Earth can be
saved !”

They made their adjustments, dis-
cussed their courses, rearranged their per-
sonnel for cluster travel and then stood up.

Ceremoniously they shook hands.

“In a very few days,” Guide said, “we
will be certain in the knowledge of victory,
or a mist of pure energy between Earth
and the stars. Your posts, gentlemen.”

In ten minutes their drives thundered
‘and they were outward bound.

IT RAN through the ships like an elec-
tric impulse, the miracle they had experi-
enced. It dazed them.

Nine days had passed and here they
gazed down upon a shimmering, lovely
world, wrapped in cloud mists, plated
with seas, colorful with continents.

Nine days! '

This was Alpha Centauri. It was many
light years of travel from Earth and here
they were in nine days! Light, traveling
at 186,000 miles per second required years
to get there from Sol. They had made it
in nine days!

The wonder of this was second only to
their wonder about the planet below. An
atmosphere plane had skipped off two
hours since and had radioed back technical
data which elated them all. Three-quarter
gravity, good air, good water, wildlife,
a multitude of plants.

And Guide gave the orders to strike
away their bonds and land in units.

He stood, watching the rest ease to a
landing on a grassy plain where a river
ran, and fooled perplexedly with his pen-
cil. He could not calculate exactly how
many, many times the speed of light they
had had to come to do this. For Guide
was no astronomer, nor were the rest of
the officers. But he had made the daring
gesture and he had eome through. They
had not exploded, they had not encoun-

tered meteor belts. They were here and

that should be enough. But it puzzled him
and through the menths which came would

rise again and again to confuse him. Nine

days to go several light years— ,

But the others were jubilant. Those
who had had to leave their women behind
them, those who knew their families to be
alive still, confidently expected an early
reunion. Those who had but lately watched
the white fleet burst into flame and vanish
before the gunnery of the Earth navy
swaggered over their chance at revengmg
their friends.

’ I \HE SELECTED site quickly
sprouted shacks. The season and
climate had been chosen for food

raising and soon gay groups of women

could be seen bringing gardens into being
from the seeds they found there and from
the various grains in their supplies.

A doctor got busy on the captive Eski-
mo engineer and shortly hypnotics and
persuasion garnered a harvest of technical
information.

Men laid out a factory site and built the
necessary huts from logs and equipped
them from the vessels.

It was a season of high hopes and
violent effort and few there were who
spent less than eighteen hours of twenty-
six—the planet’s day—at their tasks. -

“The enemy did not wait for us,” said
Guide. “We will not wait for him to re-
cover from the disorders he has brought on
himself. The faster we are finished here,
the sooner we will again own Earth. We'll
deliver her and present her with a colony
and a new commerce. We'll wipe out the
ice-brains, rebuild our cities and then, of
course, develop all the stars. We've won
already. The rest is mere technical detail.”

During the next ten months of ceaseless
effort the only complaint came from the
women. They were not certain. The trip
had once been made, true, but should they
be left here with enly a small fighting
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force to protect them, they would have
little chance of building any kind of a

strong colony. They wanted to know why :

the thoughts of vengeance which obsessed
these men of theirs could not find outlet
in the creation of a new world. Was not
New Earth a promising land? With their
technology and skill, could they not build
here everything they had left behind on
Mars? Why risk a trip?

Guide heard them out complacently. In
his buoyant good spirits he would not hear
of any failures. But at length, seeing that

this new colony would indeed be helpless

without manpower and good technicians,
he agreed that they could have one ship,
the Asteroid V. With a skeleton crew, the
Asteroid would stay behind, providing at
once the necessary guard for the colony
and the means of going off for aid if the
main mission failed. It would not carry
half the people who would be left behind,
being the smallest vessel, but it could go
for relief. That would give the colony a
safety factor. And beyond that Guide
would not go.

At the end of ten months, with all the
effort devoted to the barrier uncoupler,
with the colony barely able to support it-
self, Guide announced the time of takeoff.
There was a loud girding and harsh rattle
as soldiers and spacemen and marines
prepared for the coming action.

In the midst of departure an atmosphere
pilot who had been testing his ship re-
turned to base with news. But little atten-
tion was paid to him.

“Over that range of mountains,” he
said, “there’s a lot of mounds. I landed for
a look-see and, by golly, it’s a colony. Been
gone for hundreds of years, I guess, but
there’s a cemetery and the names cut in
the stones are Earth names—Jones, Smike,
Dodgers—"

“Hmm,” said Guide, mind on getting
a transformer aboard the Bellerophon.
“Must be an early expedition. - Old-time
ship. No women. Broke down here or ran

out of fuel and there they are. Well, well.

~Steady on that tackle, there.”

“I don’t think so,” said the atmosphere
pilot. “I mean I said hundreds of years,
but that place is really old. It’s a long time
before spacetravel, looks to me. Stones
all weathered away, graves sunken, big

_buildings all crumpled like the Parthenon.

Really old. An expedition wouldn’t have
gone to that trouble if they hadn’t had
women.”

“Been no tries for the stars before fifty
years ago,” said Guide. “Guess you must
be wrong. Easy, easy now. You want to
knock the side of the ship out?” He smiled
at the youngster.” “Been no fuel before
EV that would have made the grade. You
hop over and give them a hand loading
your plane. Won’t be more than an hour
before we leave dirt.”

Some of the women hovered on the out-
skirts of the commotion. One of them at
last plucked up nerve to talk to Guide.
“Sir, I'm worried.”

“Nonsense,” said Guide. “We’ll be back
in a matter of weeks.”

“But without help we can’t construct
our irrigation dam or do any of the hun-
dred other things we’ll have to do to make
this a good colony. You're taking all the
technicians.”

“Need ’em,” said Guide. “Got to break
that barrier. And don’t worry a minute.
We'll be right back. I like this place.
Mars is too dry for good agriculture.”

“I’'m afraid,” she said. “I have a terrible
feeling that you may never come back.
We'd—we’d perish here.”

“Think I'd let that happen?”’ said Guide
heartily. “You've got the Asteroid. You
can send her for help if we don’t make it.
Even the ice-brains will respect you for
being the first star colonists.”

“Oh why, why don’t you give up this
mad vengeance!” she wept. “It will do
no one any good! Haven’t enough men
been killed? Here we have the stars.
Don’t throw them away! Send a secret
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“ship to land on Mars and bring off new
colonists. But forget this war

Guide looked at her. She was very
-pretty, very frail. He had a weakness for
pretty, frail women. But suddenly he
straightened. “We’ll be back. Don’t you
‘worry about that] We'll be back {”

~ THE FLOTILLA returned on sepa-
rate courses and rendezvoused behind the
Moon. They were watchful, stealthy, filled
with a high spirit but well knowing that
the forces they faced were more than a
match for their puny strength.

They were waiting for the Swift Voy-
age. It bad had another destination and
was to join them here.

The easy passage home had raised their
morale to the heights. Even a major ac-
cident to one of the ships would not pre-
vent the return of the majority to New
Earth, a victorious return to a planet in-
finitely better than Mars or worn-out
Earth,

And then the lockouts sung out the
Swift ¥ oyage and shortly Miller boarded
the Bellerophon. His face was enraged.

“The dirty little devilsl The dirty,
stinking devils! You know what they've

done?” He threw down his gloves with
a bang. “Mars is smashed. There isn’t
a building left on it. Cap City, Ranger-
haven—they’ve been disintegrated !”

The other two captains stared at him.

*We took a scout, got right down close.
And there’s nothing! Nothing! They
butchered every colonist on the planet.
They knocked apart every station. There
isn't a thing left. Not a dam, a radio
tower, nothing |”

“You got right down close? Then they
don’t even ‘patrol it,” said Guide.

“Why should they,” said Miller bitterly,
“when there isn’t even a sheep or a pig
left on it to be patroled I”

“That bad,” said Guide. And he squared
up. “Stand by to break the barrier|”

’ I VHEY slashed at Earth in a vengeful
V, the barrier trips running high,
their guns ready, set all three to

level entire cities with their blasts. Their

immediate target was Nordheim, capital
city of Polaria.

From the Bellerophon came a signal:
“Stand by to fire.” And then, suddenly,
inexplicably from that flagship came the
countermand, “Wait.”
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They slowed. They turned.

“Shift target!” barked Guide. “Our
own fleet must have gotten here before it
was destroyed. Shift target to New York.”

And they curved off, these three im-
provised warships, and rode the curve
over the rim to North America and New

“York.

“Stand by. Range coming up. Ready—"
Thus cracked Guide’s voice. And then,
“Wait !”

They sheered off and the Bellerophon
detached herself and swept lower. Then
before Cadette’s and Gederle’s incredulous
eyes, Guide swooped in for a landing and
came to rest, a tiny spot of silver on the
plain far below. They hovered.

And then Guide’s voice asked them if
they would land.

Guide was standing in the center of a
grassy place when Cadette and Gederle
came up. Guide was looking with weary
wonder in his eyes at a plaque which
stood, aged and unthinkably weathered,
where New York’s many levels had once
towered.

They could not read the plaque. The
language on it was not Nordic nor any
other American script. And it was not
European or English.

Above them blazed the Sun, unmistak-
able, setting in a blaze of red clouds.
About them crouched the fallen towers of
a city long dead.

And then stars began to show in the
gathered dusk and Guide looked up to
find new wonder there.

“Vega! That's Vega, isn’tit?”

And Guide fished hurriedly through his
kit for an infantry compass. He looked
at it and he Jooked at where the Sun had
set and he looked at the great, bright star.

“That’s Vega,” he said in a hushed
voice. “And it is the north star.”

For a long time they stood there, trying
to assimilate what had happened, trying to
understand. In them died the last heat of
the battle they had sought to engage. They

knew little enough about higher orders of
astronomy. But every spaceman knew
that orrce in every twelve thousand five
hundred years Vega became Earth’s north
star.

That was their time factor, then. That
was their time. And where was the en-
emy? Dead these mossy stones and ruins
said, dead these thousands of years. And
the atmosphere scouts they sent through
the night at length came back to prove it.

Man had perished from the Earth mil-
lennia ago.

And Guide, sunk down on a fallen block
of bleached granite, scratched in the sand
with a stick. He nodded at last in slow
and awful comprehension.

Cadette knelt and looked at the symbols
and figures and then Gederle knelt down.
They looked at one another.

“I was never much for school,” said
Guide. “But they taught us once about
this. Man must use it daily now and we
all knew it well. It is the Einstein Rela-
tivity Equation. And few of us have ever
considered that it had yet its second step.
And yet that is common knowledge too.”

In the stillness of a quiet night, under
far and lonely stars, they still knelt.

“As mass approaches the speed of
light,” said Cadette, hushed, “it ap-
proaches infinity. And as mass approaches
infinity, time approaches zero. It was
only nine days back from Alpha. But in
those nine days six thousand years have
passed by Earth.”

“We never broke the wall of light,”
said Guide, bitterly, clenching his hands.
“We only approached within fractions of
186,000 miles per second.”

“Time stood still for us,” said Gederle.
“We’re probably the last men alive. It's
a good thing we planted—"

Suddenly chilled and hushed, as one
man they stared upward at the cold, far
stars.

Overhead, their colony and their women
were already—six thousand years dead.



He could live two weeks in the
it

They whirled, all who heard your rocket

song, dying and dead against the stars. . . . But

he who plays that hellish tune must dance to it—so—

HE MASSIVE, bearded man

stiffened in the wide web straps,

tilted his head back and yelled
with all the power of his lungs. It was
a gargantuan yawp that set up a heavy
metallic resonance in the forward com-
partment of the tiny ship. He yelled
again and again, and suddenly stopped.
He slumped, his face slack, his mouth
open, a sticky thread of saliva on his
bearded chin. His eyes, small flecks of
aquamarine in the weathered leather above
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the beard, were dazed and confused. A
series of relays clicked and he was once
again in the deathly silence that had lasted
for ten full days. His fear soured the air
around him.

He shook his big head, dug at the
corners of his eyes with his knuckles
~ in a gesture like that of a tearful child.

Then a look of animal cunning crept
into his eyes. He carefully checked his
astrogation chart, flicked the switch
that started the gyros, watched the
dial that indicated change of axis.
When the change was sufficient, he
cut the gyros. Three tenths of a second
of blast would straighten the little
ship on the new course. The blast was like
a tremendous hammer that flung him
heavily to one side, the straps tightening
like bands of steel.

His lips moving, he counted off the
seconds as he watched the rear vision
plate, black with the nothingness of space,
the star lines distorted by the supralight
speed. Fourteen - fifteen - sixteen, . . .
There it was! A needle-point flare.

The Security cruiser was steadily nar-
rowing the distance between them. He
couldn’t hope to match its speed.

The need for sleep welled over him.
He checked the simple dials. Slouching
in the web harness that held him fast
to the chair, he closed his eyes. His
face twitched as he slept.

ENIOR Lieutenant George Bolles,
S commanding the light cruiser Gen-

esee, crew of eight, yawned and
then glared at the pursuit plate. The
pip, representing the tiny ship far ahead,
was nicely centered in the plate.

For eleven years Security had searched
for ‘the planet hideout of Wink Midas
and his nest of pirates. George, while
still in elementary school, had heard of
Midas’ work. Luxury cruisers on the
planet lines attacked in space; money,
jewels, fuel, liquor, recruits and women

hustled quickly into the attacking ship.

Midas had become a legend in his
own time, cruel, ruthless and powerful.
He alone had kept the interplanet in-
surance rates at an exorbitant level.

And finally an obscure research mathe-
matician at Security headquarters had
analyzed eleven years of survivor re-
ports, had charted the position of each
attack, the trajectory away from each.
Making the assumption that in every case
the attacking ship would head away from
base, he had plotted the one area of the
universe toward which the ship had never
headed. Thus a possibility of incredible
billions of planets had been narrowed
down to approximately 1.3 million.

Security specialists had girdled the
area with scanners built to resemble small
asteroids, placed them in orbits around
outlying stars. And within three months
the hideout planet known as Midas I
had been discovered.

Never again would one of the vast pas-
senger ships be subjected to “the Midas
touch.” Never again would an ill-fated
ship like the Denver be robbed of fuel
beyond the safety factor so that by the
time Security rescued her, all two thou-
sand passengers and crew had strangled
in the foul air.

George Bolles glanced from his pre-
occupation with the pursuit plate as Junior
Lieutenant Arnold King announced his
approach with a click of magnetized shoes
on the steel floor of the bridge. He was
junior in rank only, a fleshy, dour man
of forty who, because of some youthful
indiscretion, had been frozen in the perma-
nent rank of junior lieutenant, forbidden
to command even the smallest Security
ship. George knew that King hated him
cordially, hated every man who held a
higher rank that his own.

And yet he saw that for the first time
King looked at him with excitement
rather than contempt. He held out the
strip of tape without a word.
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George took it, read, “Genesee from

flagship: You trail only human to escape '

attack web. Wink Midas not on Midas L.
Good hunting.”

“I should have realized!” George said.

The Security fleet had overpowered
the patrol ships before they could signal
the alarm to Midas I. Silently the forty
ships had crept in, neutralizing the watch-
ing screens, overpewering guards after
they had landed, inerting the drives of the
ten attack ships which comprised the
Midas fleet. Only the Genesee and one
other light cruiser had remained in orbit
around Midas I. The Genesee had been
closest when the tiny ship had flamed
up from Midas I, and George Bolles had,
after a few minutes delay, snapped the
bigger ship into the pursuit formula, auto-
matic pilot set to follow each variation
of course, engine roaring at maximum,

“My sister was on the Denver, sir,”
Arnold King said flatly.

“You never mentioned that before,
Arnold!”

“There was no point in mentioning it
before, sir. That was five years ago. I've
been—eager to meet Wink Midas.”

There was no mistaking the hate be-
hind the quiet words.

“You know the regulations under wh;ch
we operate, Arnold. You know them
better than I do. “Security personnel do
not punish. Security brings violators of
interplanetary law to the proper courts
for punishment. Self-defense is not an
excuse. No Security officer will place
himself in such a position that he must
kill in seli-defense.” ”

“It isn’t necessary to quote the rule
book—sir,” King said, his thick lips com-
pressed.

“Sorry, Arnold. I wanted to make it
clear right now, at this stage of the game,
that Wink Midas will receive exactly the
same treatment as anybody else. Our job
is to grab him and take him back. That's
all ™
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King saluted, more smartly than was
necessary. “Yes sir!” he snapped. He

about-faced and walked back to the
compartment door.

“Wait a minute, Arnold!” George said.
“I want your advice. If the boss is right,
that man ahead of us is as clever as a
fox. His whole organization is shot. He
realizes that. He knows that if we take
him—they’ll shock his mind down to an
animal level and turn him over to the labs
on Venus. His first thought will be to es-
cape; after that he can think of setting
himself up with a new identity. And it
might not be too hard. Nobody knows
what he really looks like underneath that
beard. If you were Wink Midas, what
would you do?”

Arnold King walked slowly back, puiled
himself down into the copilot chair be-
side George Bolles, snapped the belt
across his thighs.

“Sir, he’s got the advantage of us in
two ways. More maneuverability, and
the knowledge that we want to capture,
not kill. If we don’t kill him, we may
not get him.”

“Where would you head for if you
were Midas?”

Arnold King permitted himself a smile.
“Exactly where he’s headed. One of the
thickest asteroid belts in the known
universe.”’

George indexed the proper star map,
flicked the light on under it. He made
several mental calculations. “If that’s
where he’s headed, he’ll have to start
deceleration within five hours. Other-
wise he’ll swing beyond it in such a
wide arc that we can cut him off. At
this rate, we'll catch him in twenty hours
if he doesn’t reduce speed. See
if you check me on this. His aim will be
to decelerate, dive into the asteroid belt
and anchor himself on a big one, hoping
that the metallic content of the asteroid

~ he picks will be high enough to obstruct

our search pattern.”
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“Right. And we can detect the area

where he ducks in, and we can blast every-
thing in that area.”

George Bolles sighed. “Arnold, I un-
derstand how you feel. But we can't
do that. If we lose him, we lose him,
We don’t kill.”

INK MIDAS awoke. He checked

‘; g/ his instruments, and saw that the

~ time was near ; almost dangerous-
ly near. Once again he saw the answering
flash of correction and made a small course
correction, By the time nine seconds had
passed, the jets were closer and brighter
_than at any other time during the ten days.
~ Fear was a thick hand at his throat.
The asteroid belt was ahead. For ten
days he had planned exactly what he
would do. It was dangerous, but it pitted
the crude strength of his body against
the strength of those who followed him.
That was the way he wanted it.

With the gyros he switched his tiny
ship end for end.

He knew that on the cruiser they were
already deciding that Wink Midas was
going beyond the asteroid belt—that it
was too late for deceleration.

“His blunt finger on the jet controls, he
waited. The seconds ticked by. The time
came. He forced his big body back against
the plastic foam cushions, tightened all
the belts to the limit of his strength,
shoved his head back so that his neck
wouldn’t snap, set the controls for a full
five seconds of jet. '

He flicked the control switch. His
eyeballs were glowing flames forced back
into the soft tissue of his brain. His
tongue plugged his throat and his mighty
ribs cracked. One foot had been an inch
away from the chair brace. It smashed
against the brace with a thud that numbed
his leg. He screamed in agony, felt the
tiny, angry rip of tissues, and it was as
though he were being crushed between
two steel walls.

sAs agdasiis ad arkan WA A

The pain ceased. A spear of fire, jets
foremost, went by him fifty miles away,
unable to decelerate at that rate, forbid-
den by safety devices built into the ship
itself, even if the commanding officer had
been willing to accept a fifty percent mor-
tality among his small crew.

He still moved backward, but at far
less than the speed of light. The pain
with the second burst was not so great,
and for a moment the dials told him that
his ship was nearly motionless with re-
spect to the asteroid belt, moving rear-
ward at less than fifty miles a second.
By now the light cruiser would be far be-
yond the asteroids, straining to come
to a stop, to reverse and return once
more to pick up his trail.

He spun the little ship to the proper
angle, gave the merest touch to the jets,
looked anxiously in all screens for the
friendly bulk of an asteroid. One grew

-on the port screen, looming through noth-

ingness, touched vaguely with the light
of distant stars, giving the familiar effect
that it was he who was motionless, that
the asteroid, some thirty miles in diame-
ter, was a massive stone hurled at him
by angry gods.

Once more he corrected course, ad-
justed his velocity to that of the asteroid,
approaching its course at not more than
a three-degree angle. There was no
sign of pursuit. He watched all screens.
The rough face of the asteroid filled the
port screen.

At last the mass of it caused a minute
alteration, and the small black ship drifted
slowly toward it. The asteroid moved
slowly on its axis. The hull of the little
ship clanged hollowly against the zero
rock, the rough desolation, bounced,
clanged more softly, at last came to rest,
rocking,

He yanked at the anchor lever. The
spearhead drove down into the rock, ex-
panded. The ship rebounded sharply to

the end of the short length of cable, set-
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tled slowly down to the surface again.

With motions oddly deft for so large
a man, he slipped into the space armor,
tightened the globular helmet with a
practiced twist, set the oxygen supply,
then cracked the valve on the ship itself.
The air screamed out, forming tiny solid
pellets that slid slowly down the hull,
drifted to the rock.

He spun the hatch free, swung it aside,
clambered metallically through the nar-
row port and floated, almost weightless,
to the bare rock of his new world. Most
of his fear was gone. The suit he wore
was so designed that 4 man could live for
two weeks in it—in considerable discom-
fort, but he could live.

And in two weeks they would give up.

To his belt was slung a slim, tubular
weapon. It was useless against the cruiser
—but if they came after him in suits. . . .

He looked around him. He saw a
miniature world, a black, hard world of
shattered rock. A hundred yards away
was a cliff fifty feet high, pocked holes
in the face of it. On such a world, this
was a mountain range.

With the ease of long practice, he
reached the cliff in two bounds. He slid
into one of the holes in the cliff face, sat
so that his back was against one wall,
and he could see the black heavens.

Let them look.

“wAYBE it killed him,” George
l Bolles said sullenly. But as
he said it, he knew that he had
been out-generaled. He shuddered to think
of the report he would have to turn in.
Pursuing the great Wink Midas, and
then evaded as though he were a child of
ten. When he had known that it was
no longer possible for the human frame
to bear the deceleration necessary to enter
the asteroid belt, Midas had done ex-
actly that, while they had shot by, help-
less, frustrated and angry.

“It didn’t kill him, sir,” Arnold King

said. “Not that one.” He pointed to the
chart. “He entered the belt at about
this point. The asteroid bodies in the belt
have almost a constant orbit. Three hours
have passed. He should be in there some- -
where.”

“There covers four million cubic miles,
Arnold.”

“It would be difficult to explain if we
fail to find him, sir.”

“I see what you mean. All right. We'll
cruise up to that point right there, and
use that asteroid as reference point for
the search.”

THERE was no day or night, and no
way of knowing the time without going
back to the ship. Wink Midas had slept
twice.

He awoke, glanced up, saw the faint
starlight glimmering from the sleek hull
of the cruiser, and cursed bitterly. The
search was over. They hung five hundred
yards above his ship, settling slowly.

He heard the tiny buzz of the com-
municator. He lifted the metallic left
hand of the space suit, palm toward his
face, thumbed aside the small screen
cover, pushed the nub toward the end
of the slot which would enable him to
receive without transmitting.

A young face filled the tiny screen. He
saw by the collar insignia that the young
man was a senior lieutenant.

“Wink Midas. Come in Wing Midas.
Resistance is useless, This is the Security
Cruiser Genesee. Come in Midas. Come
out of your ship with your arms up.
We are blanketing your jets. You cannot
escape.”

Midas felt a sudden surge of hope.
They thought he was in the ship. With
his smaller ship anchored, they would
be unable to settle low enough to fas-

- ten their airlock to his port. They would

have to don suits and while they were
exposed. . . .
He slid the panel over the screen so
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that they would not see that he was out
of his ship. He pushed the nub over, said,
“Come and get me, lieutenant.”

Taking it off ‘send,” he opened the panel.
The young face was still there, but it
was in profile. “I'll go in and get him,
Arnold,” the young man said.

“¥’s my job,” the senior Heutenant

“I have better reason,” another voice
said,

Wink Midas grinned, glanced from
the screen up at the ship which slowly
settled. He moved further back.

Glancing back at the screen, his eyes
widened as he saw the senior Heuten-
ant try to avoid a blow. A fist smashed
solidly against his jaw and he fell back
out of range of the screen. A new face
filled the screen. An older face; a face
in which there was cold hate and fury.

“You don’t know me, Midas. 'm Am-
old King. Remember the Denver, Midas?
This is a personal score I'm settling. I've
locked the compartment door. The rest
of the crew is trapped. I'm coming out
after you, Wink Midas. And you won’t
live for a fancy court trial. You'll die
on that pretty little world you've picked
for a grave”

The screen went blank, Midas chuckled,
It would be a pleasure to wipe out a
hero. Maybe if he could do it quickly
enough, he could enter the cruiser through

the air lock, kill the senior officer and -

take over the control room.

As he settled himself into a more com-
fortable position, the eruiser scraped,
touched, rebounded, settled gently on the
far side of his tiny ship.

In the faint light he saw the slow revo-
lutions of the circular hatch on the air-
lock. It opened inward. The interior
lights in the air lock were off. At least
the man was that smart. Midas lifted
the tubular weapon.

Suddenly he stiffened, and then began
to curse. A thin cable lowered a small

object down toward his ship. The man
was cleverer than he had thought. The
object dangled, touched the smooth black
hull of Midas’ ship, then rested quietly.

Swiftly it was redrawn. He slid the
cover off the small screen. The familiar
face, this time shielded in the distinctive
space helmet of a Security officer, smiled.

“Very clever, Midas. Even you can'’t
stop your heart from beating. And there’s
no heartbeat in your ship. Ergo, you
are outside your ship. Which hole are
you in, rat?”

“Come and get me, hero.”

For a long time there was no answer.
The airlock door closed, and he wondered
as he saw it revolve into tight position.

The face of Arnold King in the tiny
screen was suddenly brighter, Midas
heard the rush of air inside the cruiser,
saw King twist the helmet, lift it free

*“Come on, hero,” he said to King. “Lift
your ship and slam your jets on this cliff.
Maybe you'll get me and maybe you
won't. If you do, it’s better than any
other kind of death; I'll never know what
hit me. The people on the Denver—they
knew what hit them.”

King’s face convulsed with a fury as
great as any Midas had even seen. In
anticipation of the blast, he wiggled further
back into the natural cave, It was even
deeper than he had hoped.

Suddenly, with a blue-white flash from.
the jets, the cruiser sped away.

Midas felt the fear again—fear of the
unknown ; fear of the madman who guided
the cruiser, the fat-faced man with death
in his eyes. But a clean death would be
better than the courts.

The cruiser was out of sight. Ten min-
utes passed. He felt a dull jar that
seemed to shake the rock floor of his
cave. He frowned. It made no sense to
him. He could not imagine what the man
was doing.

In a very few minutes he felt another
shock. Then something completely inex-
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plicable happened. He floated, rose against
the cave roof. Another shock, and yet
another. He was held firmly against the
roof of the cave. He twisted his head so
that he could see his ship. It stood straight
out from the asteroid, the anchor line
tight. The shocks came faster.

Then his ship pulled free, arrowed,
without power, into the darkness and
was lost. Suddenly he understood, and
he screamed. His scream filled the hel-
met, tore at his ears. The man had
backed the cruiser off, had blasted with
his jets at an angle against the surface
of the asteroid. With each blast
of the jets, the asteroid had begun to spin
faster on its axis, until, when centrifugal
force on his body had outbalanced the
weak gravity, he had floated to the roof
of the small cave. Faster and faster.

And Wink Midas knew that the ac-
celerated rate of spin would continue
throughout all the rest of time,

There was one solution. Trembling,
he slid back the protective cover of the
palm screen. There were two faces in the
small screen. The senior lieutenant, white
and angry. The fleshy junior lieutenant,
abject and apologetic.

“I—I lost my head, sir. I'm sorry.
Temporary insanity, I guess. But when
I saw what I had done, I suddenly real-
ized that we didn’t have to go outside to
get him. I just spun the asteroid with
full power until the rate of spin flung

him and kis ship free. See, his ship is:
right ahead, still blanketed. We can
grapple it, and tow him in.”

His lips trembling with anxiety, Wink
Midas said, “But I'm not in my ship.
I'm here. Back on the asteroid!”

They paid no attention to him. Ob-
viously the screen was set to send, not
receive. The senior lieutenant lost his
look of anger. “All right, Arnold.” He
fingered his bruised jaw. “Officially, I'll
forget it. But I thought you wanted to
kifl him.”

Midas wondered if it was his imagina-
tion that showed Arnold King giving a
quick glance of sardonic amusement at
the screen. “No sir. I can see that it
will be better if he stands trial.”

The screen slowly became less distinct
as the cruiser reached the outer limits
of the communicator. In shrill hysteria,
Midas screamed, “Don’t! Don’t leave!
You'll never find me again!”

The screen went dead.

For nearly an hour he made futile at-

tempts to claw his way toward the cave

mouth, but it was as though he’d been
welded to the roof of the cave—welded
by centrifugal force. ,

He took the tubular weapon, aimed it
at himself. But he could not pull the
trigger.

A spmning coffin for Wink Midas!

Slowly at first, almost with humor,
he began to laugh.

us a letter or postcard if you prefer.

Fandom’s Corner ........co0000ee s isteve
Outpost Infinity ..........
The Fear Planet ..........ccoceeieevnees
A Fragment of Diamond Quartz............
Beyond All Weapons....... Sevaiidacus .
Spim-Dovitt - ..., . ... s s
The Final Frontier.............. e

® When you've read this issue of SUPER SCIENCE STORIES, won't you let us know what you
think of the stories and features? Your judgments will help to guide us in selecting material for
future issues. Please number the items in the order of your preference. Use this coupen, or write




Deep in his heart he knew there was only one thing he
wanted now—to return to the zone of silence. . . .
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For a year Barnett had probed the secrets of the Martian tower and

its zone of silence; still he was no nearer to the truth. And now he

realized he never would approach that deepest reality, until he
followed the footsteps of his hours-dead friend into—

THE FINAL

tian, Elso, opened his eyes and

made a gesture in the sign language
used in this place, a gesture which said:
“Ship coming.”

In other circumstances, the human,
John Barnett, would have wondered what
made Elso think a ship was coming. Now
the problem of Elso himself occupied all
his mind.

Elso was lying on a stone couch set in
a cubicle carved out of solid stone. A
candle on the wall gave the only light.
There was only one exit from this cubicle
—an opening which the Martian stone-
masons were swiftly closing.

The tiny room was carved in the solid
stone pillar which the Martians call Znake-
vog and which rises, a lonely signpost
pointing the way to heaven, out of the
sand of the Great South Desert. A strange
place even to the Martians, and doubly
strange to a human; a place of silence,
of mystery, perhaps a place of miracles.
So, at least, the Martians thought. But
Barnett was a competent research man,
and to him a “miracle” merely meant
that laws as yet unknown were in oper-
ation. Some day the laws would be dis-
covered. Then the miracles would be un-
der control and would work for man,

l YING on the stone couch the Mar-

FRONTIER

would help him chart the long road that
he followed to his ultimate destiny.

Here in this place were laws that baf-
fled John Barnett and customs that he
did not begin to understand. If he lived
a thousand years he would never under-
stand the custom that metivated the final
act of the Martian, Elso.

Of his own free will, Elso was permit-
ting himself to be walled up inside this
cubicle—to be buried alive—and not only
was permifting it but demanding it as his
due. ~ ' _ :

To the human mind such an action was
incomprehensible. To the group of asce-
tics and mystics, the dreamers who lived
in the temples surrounding the Pillar of

Znakevog, this was the accepted way to

die. When the time came—and each Mar-
tian determined the right time for himself
by some system that Barnett could not
begin to fathom—each entered one of
these cubicles, and died there. Barnett
had seen the cubicles opened and the
dessicated bodies taken from them. But
the Martians believed that some part of
the body had been translated into another
sphere. The body died. The soul stuff
went elsewhere. They were vague as to
the nature of the soul stuff or where it
went but they were very sure it existed.

By ROBERT MOORE WILLIAMS
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Barnett would have given his life’s
blood for the simple sureness of their be-
lief. To him, it was impossible to talk
about soul stuff. No camera had ever
made a picture of the soul, no scale had
weighed it, no eyes had seen it, no instru-
ment had detected it. If it existed, it was
the stuff of dreams, the imponderable, and
between it and the forces and the magni-
tudes with which science worked—the
measurable, weighable, computable forces
of ordinary space-time—there was an un-
crossable gap, the gap of chaos. And
across this gap no bridge had ever been
built except the pathetic bridge of faith.

Now the Martian, Elso, was about to
set his foot upon that bridge.

Barnett’s hands moved in the sign lan-
guage imposed by the silence of this place.
“FElso, are you determined to do this?”
Elso was his friend; he would stop this
suicide, if he could.

“Of course,” Elso’s moving hands an-
swered, “It is the time.” :

“But how do you know it is the time?”

“How do you know when the sun
rises?”

“T can see it, T can feel it, T can detect
it with instruments. But you cannot see
what is going to happen to you.”

“T can foresee it,” the Martian calmly
answered. :

Foresee, Barnett thought. Is there a
higher form of seeing? He did not know.
The legends and the fables of two planets
said there was, but he did not know.

“Just as I, in this moment, can foresee
the ship that is coming,” the Martian
continued. E

“Ship?” Barnett repeated. “Elso, stop
this foolishness. We are doing important
research into the nature of the zone. Come
back with me to my quarters down be-
low—"

“No, my friend, it is the time to go.
I will not delay it.” The Martian’s hands
moved in the sign of parting. “Good-
by—” He closed his eyes,

Barnett felt a light touch on his shoul-
der and turned to face the second Martian,
Gelkid. Gelkid motioned toward the exit.
Together they moved out into the corri-
dor, stepping over the wall of stones which
was already knee-high. Barnett felt sick
with failure as he watched the masons fit
the last stones into place.

He and Gelkid moved along the corridor
to the round window that opened out a
hundred feet above the ground. From
this spot they could see the temples sur-
rounding the pillar and the desert stretch-
ing far away beyond the zone of silence.
He looked through the round window,
and blinked his eyes and looked again.

Down there on the sand, with much
blowing of landing jets, a ship from Earth
was coming down.

Barnett cursed the soundlessness of this
place which kept him from expressing in
words the questions rising in his mind.
“Elso said a ship was coming,” he ges-
tured. Wonder moved in him. He started
down the corridor, determined to open
Elso’s cubicle and probe this mystery to
the bottom.

Gelkid caught his shoulder. The Mar-
tian’s face was sympathetic but stern. He
made the sign of negation.

“But he said a ship was coming. I want
to know how—"

“So do I, and so do all of us, my friend.
But we will never find out by disturbing
him. Sometimes in the last hour comes a
moment of foresight in which the future
is made clear. It is by this foresight that
we know when to enter the cubicles. It
was this way with Elso. Thus he saw
the coming ship. But he does not know
how he saw it.”

Barnett had run head-on into a wall of
belief that he knew he could not break
down. But the fact remained—Elso had
foreseen the coming of the ship. What else
might Elso have foreseen? And what was
the real nature of this Pillar of Znakevog
where Martians sometimes caught glimps-



- THE FINAL FRONTIER 91

es of the future and where they allowed
themselves to be walled up to die, believ-
ing thereby that some part of them would
be set free to cross the gap of chaos?

Fear moved through Barnett like a ris-
ing wind, grew stronger as he realized
the significance to him of that ship land-
ing down there, blowing clouds of dust
high into the air in the clumsy, difficult,
unnecessary jet landing process.

No Earth ship had landed here in the
year he had been in Znakevog. The Mar-
tian’s said that no ship ever landed here;
it was one reason he had come to this
place. There was a spaceport in the zone
of vegetation to the far north, where
Luederson’s tremendously expensive
freight and passenger rockets landed in
the sporadic traffic between the two plan-
ets.

Luederson? In the year that had passed
he had forgotten Luederson. The arrival
of this ship could only mean that Lueder-
son had finally traced him here. At the
thought, panic struck Barnett. Had
Schultz betrayed him to Luederson?
Schultz was the only human who knew
he was hiding here on the Great South
Desert of Mars.

He put the thought out of his mind.
He would bet his life on the dogged loy-
alty of that sandy-haired technician, Os-
mer Schultz. This ship was here by acci-
dent, he told himself. Perhaps a scien-
tific expedition—

E WATCHED the ship come
H down, the pilot doing a neat job

of handling a difficult operation.
A drive existed that would set this ship
down feather-light there in the desert and
would lift it up again without disturbing
so much as a single grain of dust—a
drive that did not function against inertia
as did rockets and jets but reached for its
toehold into the secret, hidden structure
of space itself. The ship down there was
not equipped with the drive. Nor was any

ship anywhere in the Seolar System, yet.

In the airlock men appeared, dropped
lightly to the sand against the lesser grav-
ity of Mars, five in all. As if they knew
exactly where they were going, they ad-
vanced toward the Pillar of Znakevog. The
weapons they carried and the alert easy
way they handled them were clear. At
the sight of the weapons, Barnett knew
that this was not a scientific expedition.
“But even if they are pirates, they are not
after me,” he told himself.

The five men struck the edge of the
zone and stopped abruptly, like marion-
ettes. Barnett, watching, felt a little sorry -
for them. They had run up against the
zone and they didn’t know what it was.
As he watched they moved hastily back a
few feet, out of the zone, and stared
around as if expecting attack. They
moved hastily back to the ship—and re-
appeared with instruments.

Trying to find out what makes the zone,
Barnett thought.

It was an effort in which he wished them
luck. So far as he knew there was only
one instrument, and that one evolved by
nature, that revealed the existence of the
zone—the ear. No radio receiver he had
been able to design, operating over a vast
range of frequencies, had revealed the
existence of the zone. No photographic
plate was fogged by the zone, no electro-
scope discharged, no cloud chamber un-
duly disturbed. The zone was invisible
to the eye. It was a natural phenomenon .
generated by some ore or some combina-
tion of ores in the Pillar of Znakevog,
and it surrounded the Pillar as-a circle
of complete silence. Within this circle,
which had a circumference of approxi-
mately three miles—the Pillar itself be-
ing half a mile thick and rising the same
distance into the air—the ear did not hear,

Sound waves were propagated here. A
tape recorder caught them and if taken
outside the circle and played back, the re-
cordings could be heard So the trouble
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lay within the mechanism of the ear. Al
though no instrument had detected it,
there was present in the zone some subtle
radiation—force, pressure, or absence of
same—that stopped the functioning of the
ear mechanism itself or of the connective
tissue transmitting the sensations from the
ear to the brain—Barnett didn’t know
which.

What else was present in the zone of
silence?

The Pillar itself, Barnett thought, was
probably a meteorite, a space wanderer
that had come to rest here on the Martian
desert after an infinity of wandering be-
tween the stars. Probably, but not certain-
ly. There were times when Barnett found
himself wondering if this black basaltic
stone which the Martians had honey-
combed with passages were actually mat-
ter from this continuum. Or had it come
from some other space-time? Had it
crossed the gap of chaos? '

He didn’t know, fretfully he feared he
wotuld never know, There were limits to
his mind ; to any mind. If he solved com-
pletely the problem of the origin of the
Pillar, if he discovered, named, and de-
scribed mathematlcally the .radiation pro-
ducing the zone of silence, if he learned
how to generate and control that radiation,
he suspected the only result would be the
opening up of new mysteries. That was
the way it worked on Earth, on Mars,
and possibly in heaven. Was there no
end to it? Or had Elso found that end
in the calm acceptance of death, sustained
by a faith that to another mind was only
a suicidal delusion?

From the consideration of such prob-
lems the mind turned back, appalled at the

- maze confronting it, and sought refuge in
the antics of men who had just met the
zone for the first time and did not know
what to make of it. They set up their in-
struments and obviously did not believe
what their eyes told them. One went back
to the ship again, and returned with an-

other man clumping heavily before him.

At the sight of that man Barnett was
aware of a strange sensation of constric-
tion, as of tightening veins choking off
the return of the blood, somewhere inside
him. If there were a person anywhere in
the system who could solve the mystery of
the zone, this man could do it. The man
was Osmer Schultz.

Schultz was also the one man in the
System who knew Barnett was here.

Watching the way Schultz moved, the
way the thug with him kept him covered
with the gun, Barnett knew Schultz was a
prisoner. What he had to do was also
obvious now. Panic rising in him again,
he made the sign of hiding to Gelkid.
Desperation was in the gesture.

“Hide me, Gelkid, until that ship is
gone.”

There was no time for explanations.
Gelkid did not ask for them. When a
friend was in trouble, you did not ask
what the trouble was, you did what you
could to help. Gelkid led the way.

In a small temple on the opposite side
of the Pillar from the ship, behind a door
so cleverly concealed that the eye would
never detect it, Gelkid hid John Barnett.
“You will be safe here,” Gelkid said in
the sign language. “Once we hid one of
our friends here for eleven years. But, to
make doubly sure, I will go guickly to the
men in the ship. When they ask me about
you, I will tell them that no such person
has ever been here.” Gelkid was gone.

Four hours later he returned, smiling.
“They are gone,” he said. “The ship just
blasted off. You can still see it, if you
hurry, in the far sky.”

“Were they actually searching for me?”
Barnett asked, in the sign language. “I
was never quite sure.”

“They most certainly were,” Gelkid
answered. “They searched the whole area

~and left qmte disgusted at their failure

to find you.”
“Thanks, my friend.”
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“It is nothing,” Gelkid answered. “Do
not mention it.”

Barnett returned to his quarters. He
was tired. The arrival of the ship and the
search for him had been an emotional
strain. Coming on top of Elso’s action, it
had left him with the drugged feeling of
heavy fatigue. Gelkid, sensing his feelings,
did not attempt to follow him. Alone, he
entered the quiet rooms where he had
lived for a year.

CROSS the room a man sitting on
A a couch grinned at him over the
muzzle of a gun. Three other men
sitting quietly against the walls got quick-
ly to their feet. The guns covered him.
The grinning man got up from the
couch. His name, Barnett remembered,
was Fell. He worked for Luederson.

The muzzle of a gun at his back, he was
marched from his quarters. ,

Outside a Martian saw him, gaped at
the men following him, ran protestingly
toward them. A gun spat flame. There
was no sound, but the Martian reeled
backward.

Guans here in the zone of silence were
new things. There were no weapons here
of any kind. These Martians did not be-
lieve in weapons ; against four armed men
they were helpless.

Outside the zone, Fell spoke for the
first time, to one of the men who carried
a heavy box. “Get that radio going.”

The box was swiftly opened. Fell
grinned at Barnett. “They made signs in-
dicating no human had ever been here,
but we found your quarters and knew
they were lying. We figured you were
hiding and if the ship left, you would come
out. Easier that way than trying to dig
you out of that rat-hole.” He gestured
toward the Pillar of Znakevog.

“I won't go back with you!"” Barnett
shouted. He tried to break free. They
held him easily.

“Do you want to go quietly or do you

want me to tap you on the noggin?” Fell
said.

From the temples the Martians were
emerging to stare at the strange sight of
four humans holding a fifth prisoner.
They started forward, to ask questions.
Fell raised the automatic weapon he was
carrying. When the sharp bursts died
away, two Martians were writhing on the
sand and the others were fleeing back to
the protection of the temples and the Pil-
lar.

“That was cold-blooded murder,” Bar-
nett said, pale and trembling.

“Well, if it was, the boss thinks you're
worth it,”” Fell answered.

From the box, the radio operator looked
up. He was using code, kicking his sig-
nals into space from a collapsible anten-
na less than six inches long. “Got the
ship, Fell. They're turning.”

“Good,” Fell said.

The ship came down in a long slant,
blew sand from the desert in a heavy
landing, and remained just long enough
to load the four members of its crew and
their reluctant passenger. When the blast-
off acceleration was complete, Barnett was
taken into the main cabin. There Lueder-
son was waiting.

Luederson had a great thatch of iron-
gray hair above a narrow, avid face. He
was very polite. Only the fact that Fell
remained in the room suggested that the
meeting of Barnett and Luederson was
anything but casual.

Barnett had regained his composure.
“This is kidnaping. You can be gassed
for this.”

Luederson lifted heavy eyebrows in an
expression of surprise. “My dear Bar-
nett, kidnaping in deep space? There is
no such thing. There is no law as yet in
deep space. I could have you killed here
and no government could claim jurisdic-
tion—or for that matter, recover any evi-
dence that a crime had been committed.
And if it is kidnaping, what of it?"’ Anger
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growled in his voice. Like a discarded
mask, the politeness dropped from his
manner.

“What do you want with me?” Barnett
said. The quicker this came to a head, the
better. He knew what Luederson wanted
and had known it ever since he had dis-
covered the recording equipment hidden
in his moon laboratory.

“Complete construction details, includ-
ing blueprints, and a working model of the
drive you invented,” Luederson answered.

Barnett was silent. The drive was the
work of his life. It would lift a ship with-
out disturbing a grain of sand on the land-
ing field, without spilling the soup on the
mess table. To a man who knew space-
ships, the drive was worth any sum of
money anywhere in the System. It made
the old rocket and jet ships obsolete, It
opened up the planets to regular travel,
perhaps the stars as well. The man who
owned it exclusively, if given the time to
equip enough ships in secret, was the mas-
ter of the System. It was a prize worth
striving for, worth killing for, if you were
a killer. Luederman was.

“T don’t know what you’re talking
about,” Barnett said, knowing it would
get him nowhere.

Luederson’s face was bland. “Let’s not
be childish,” he said. “A recorder con-
tinuously taped every sound in your labor-
atory. Toward the end of your experi-
ments, when it was obvious that you were
going to be successful, a hidden high-
speed camera was installed. I know more
about you than you know yourself and
almost as much about your drive, except
the fine details of the model, which the
cameras did not catch, the composition of
the alloys, the energy source you are us-
ing.”

Barnett sighed inwardly, The camera
he had not discovered but he had found
the microphone of the wire recorder, too
late to do anything about it. It was the
discovery of the microphone and with it

the knowledge that he was being spied
upon that had driven him to destroy the
model he had made and all working plans,
that had sent him into hiding here on
Mars. He had no illusions that a lone
inventor could stand up against Lueder-
son.

Like a cat, Luederson watched him.
“You will be adequately paid for your
services,” the man continued. “Any price
you want you can have. I want the drive.”

“Go to hell,” Barnett answered. He
didn’t need Elso’s foresight to know what
would happen to him once he had re-
vealed full construction details of the
drive.

For an instant he thought Luederson
was going to spring at him, but the man
caught himself. Quick anger came and
was gone and confidence replaced it.
“There are other ways.” He nodded to
Fell. “Take him to Schultz.”

Fell prodded him away and into a locked
cabin and left him there. He heard the
lock click behind him.

From the bunk the haggard face of
Osmer Schultz looked up at him. Then
Schultz was on his feet groping for his
hand, trying to talk and choking over the
words he had to say. “Johnny, you
shouldn’t have told me where you were
going. Somehow they found out or
guessed I knew. They kidnaped me and
shot me full of pentathol—the truth serum
—and I spilled everything.”

“Pentathol! Lord, I might have guessed
it.” It was clear how Luederson planned
to get the construction details of the drive.
And there was no way to stop him. Bar-
nett was silent.

From the corridor outside, rising above
the drone of the tubes, came a sharp
crack, followed instantly by two more.

“Pistol shots!” Schultz said. “What
the hell is going on?”’

The shots came again, a barrage of
them, then silence. The two men stared
at each other, mute questions in their
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eyes. “Maybe the crew revolted and shot
Luederson,” Barnett hopefully ventured.

“And maybe they didn’t!” Schultz
snorted. “This bunch is handpicked.
There isn’t a man aboard who wouldn’t
cut his grandmother’s throat if Lueder-
son told him to.”

The pound of feet sounded in the cor-
ridor. No more shots came.

“If it was a revolt, it has either suc-
ceeded or been completely squelched,”
Barnett said. For a moment, while the
shots echoed, new hope had risen in him.
Perhaps, if the crew did rebel and over-
throw Luederson, somehow or other he
might escape and return to the Pillar of
Znakevog. Deep in his heart he knew
there was only one thing he wanted now
—to return to the zone of silence, to ex-
plore the properties of that place, to dis-
cover the secret hidden there. If the solu-
tion of one mystery only opened up an-
other before him, well, that was the
way it would have to be. But something
vast, something breathtaking in its im-
mensity, was hidden at the Pillar of
Znakevog. This he knew now. And he
would go back, if he could. The catch
was—

SHARP thud passed through the
ship and the drone of the driving

tubes changed. Beneath their feet
the vessel yawed.

“That was the steering tubes!” Schultz
exclaimed. “Johnny, this ship is changing
course.” He rattled the steel door on its
hinges, yelling for someone to open up.
There was no answer. The ship yawed in
a circle.

Later, the drone changed and a new
sound echoed through the steel hull, a
howl that both instantly recognized as the
blasting fury of landing jets beginning
their job of gently lowering this mass of
steel toward the surface of the planet be-
low them.

A hope that Barnett did not begin to

understand was rising in him, a hope as
subtle in its origin as the faith of Elso, a
hope that moved into the brain-cells like a
ghost from another universe, whispering,
“Courage. All will yet be well.” It was
wishful thinking, he told himself. It was
seli-delusion. He wanted the ship to re-
turn. Therefore he believed it was return-
ing.

But the ship was returning. He could
feel its deceleration beneath his feet, he
could hear the howl of the landing jets.
It came to rest in a heavy landing and the
how! of the jets vanished into silence.
The lock clicked and the door was opened.
The face of Fell looked in.

Fear was on Fell's face. It showed
there in a gray color and in sudden drops
of moisture. Fell looked wilted. His eyes
looked at them and saw them but behind
the eyes was the glazed look of a man re-
membering an event he has seen and
knows he has seen but does not choose to
believe. He jerked his thumb over his
shoulder.

“Out of here, you two. Fast.”

“What's wrong?” Barnett spoke.
“What happened?” :

Fell was so bewildered he was willing
to talk. “A damned stowaway happened,
a Martian goon.” - A shrill note crept into
his voice as if he knew his memory was
lying to him. “I caught him in the stern
passageway and took three shots at him.”
He still held the gun in his hand and he
looked at it now as if he could not be-
lieve it had failed him. He shook his head.
“How I missed that goon I'll never know.
But miss him I did and every other gun
that took a crack at him missed too. Be-
fore we could stop him, he got into the
boss’s cabin. We're landing you two.”

“Landing us?” Barnett repeated the
words as if there was about them some-
thing too miraculous to believe.

“The boss says to,” Fell answered.
“That damned goon is in the main cabin

(Continued on page 128)
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THE LAST SPACE SHIP by Murray
Leinster. Frederick Fell, Inc.

This is the story of Kim Rendall, a mat-
ter-transmitter technician who has in-
curred the punishment of the Disciplinary
Circuit—a psycho-electronic device which
keeps the common people of his era in
slavish submission to their rulers, for any
thought of rebellion is instantly detected
and harshly punished. But Rendall has a
trump card or two in his hand, in the form
~ of a spaceship—a museum piece, out-
moded by the matter transmitter, but still
his own property—and a keenly inventive
mind. With them he takes on the fat over-
lords of the universe—and wins!

Murray Leinster, under that pen-name
and his real name of Will F. Jenkins, is
among the most talented and prolific writ-
ers of science-fiction today, and the present
book is fairly representative of his capac-
ity to evoke excitement and enjoyment in
the reader. The Last Space Ship is not a
major work, but it provides an excellent
evening’s entertainment. If the theme of
the book is thin, the incidents that develop
the theme are carefully thought out and
the characters are real. It is a book that
you can safely recommend to your non-
fantasy friends—and, at the same time,
one that you will enjoy.
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These reviews are offered as
a service to science-fiction
readers, to help guide them in
the selection of worthwhile
science-fiction and fantasy
books. For further informa-
tion on these or any other
fantasy books, send a stamped,
self-addressed envelope to the
Book Review Editor in care of
this magazine, :

EARTH ABIDES by George R. Stew-
art. Random House.

The writer whose bold use of a thun-
derstorm as the hero of his first book won
him immediate acclaim has now turned his
attention to the field of science fiction. The
results are to be viewed with mixed emo-
tions. Undoubtedly Stewart is one of the
most literate and meticulously accurate
writers alive ; when a bit of plumbing goes
out of kilter in the present book you are
taken back to the original slipshod inspec-
tion of a faulty section of pipe in the main
aqueduct—and you even find out what
made the inspector drowsy enough to let
it slip by. His reconstructions of the re-
morseless logic behind so-called “acci-
dents” are things of beauty and deserve to
be required reading for science-fiction
writers of the “so this asteroid just hap-
pened to be in the way of the ship” school.
And his knowledge and comprehension of
things is only exceeded by his insight into
the minds and emotions of people.

All the same, Earth Abides is a disap-
pointing book for science-fiction readers.
It is the story of our planet a few years
from now, after a sudden and devastating
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plague has all but exterminated the human
race. A solifary man who had been off in
the momnizies when the pestilence struck
retures to ovikzation—to fiad that avil-
ation bas pessed away. . . . Eveatlly
e Smds other people, 2nd eventmaily he
sees the begmmmings of 2 new buman race.
Bat thomeh Stewart says it very well,
there &= nothing to be said'in this story
that bas pot been said im a2 hundred

2 Seti Ak

THE WORLD BELOW by S. Fowler
Wright. Shasta Publishers.

Here, in a new edition, is the story that
many connoisseurs consider the finest
science-fiction novel ever published. The
World Below is a time-travel story that
leaps half a million years into the future,
to a period in which mankind no longer
exists as a single race but has been mu-
tated into two major groups—a sleek-
bodied race of Amphibians and a dying,
super-scientific civilization of giants—and
a host of tag-ends of unsuccessful muta-
tions. Like a handful of science-fiction’s
best writers, Wright has had the courage
to push his imagination to its farthest
limits to foresee a future in which there is
no more resemblance to the 20th Century
than there is between our own time and
the day of the saber-toothed tiger. Like
almost no one but himself, he has man-
aged to suggest the strangeness of the very
far future in terms which are understand-
able without being trite.

At its semi-luxury price of $3.50, it is
a pity that the book could not have been
better printed on a more attractive book
paper, for it cannot be compared with the
handsome productions which have become
standard in the science-fiction field. But
at any price, The World Below is a bar-
gain in fine science-fiction reading.

THE BEST SCIENCE-FICTION
STORIES: 1949. Edited by Everett F.
Bleiler and T. E. Dikty. Frederick
Fell, Inc.

The first book in the Fell's Science-

Fiction Library series is a rather preten-
tious selection of science-fiction stories
originally published during the year 1948,
It is hard to imagine any book calling it-
self the “best” of anything that would not
immediately invite violent and sustained
arguments from anyone familiar with the
field ; but, even making allowance for this,
The Best Science-Fiction Stories: 1949
appears to contain an unusually high pro-
portion of routine pieces, probably in-
cluded for the sake of the authors’ names,
and at least one uncompromising dud.

On the credit side, there are several
truly outstanding pieces, among them Wil-
mar H. Shiras’s In Hiding, the story of a
mutant boy genius. The volume is an at-
tractively made book, with a noteworthy
cover by Frank McCarthy,

THE KID FROM MARS by Oscar ]J.
Friend. Frederick Fell, Inc.

The year is not too far in the future,
and the scene is Meadowbrook, Long Is-
land, where the World's Championship
polo matches are being played out before a
television audience numbered in the hun-
dreds of millions. The game is interrupted
by a strange vessel which floats to a land-
ing between the opposing teams. A hatch
opens, and out steps a humanoid figure—
Llamkin is his name, as it turns out, and
he has come to the Earth in search of
something that his native Mars has lost:
a sense of humor.

The story goes on from there for some
268 pages, getting itself involved in the
routine complications and twists of plot
that follow from the opening situation. It
is the publisher’s opinion, as stated on the
jacket of the book, that this is “science-
ficion at its ironic best”. He couldn’t be
more wrong. Of irony there is nene at all ;
and of humor there is only the sort to be
found in the conversation of a motion-pic-
ture bigwig, one of the central characters
of the story, who says in a particularly
poignant passage:

(Continued on page 127)
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CHAPTER ONE
The Third Awakening

HE MAN was called Chark. He

was seven feet tall, and had tre-

mendous shoulders. His skin was
bronzed ; his stomach was lean and flat.
He was naked.

He stood up straight and looked around
the time-vault. In the faint glow of radio-
active light he could see the female in her
bed of moss. She was still sleeping in
98

spite of her broken back, and he was glad.
But the child near her was beginning to
move restlessly. Chark wheeled and went
quickly to the opening. Lagh, the tyran-
nosaurus, followed him.

He stopped for a moment just outside
the steel-and-lead door. Then he stepped
out upon a great slab of granite. His night-
seeing eyes swept the mountain above and



The female was still deep in her hundred-millenium sleep, and Chark was glad. . . .

An Unusual Novel by NOEL LOOMIS

behind the vault. He saw no danger there,
and turned his attention to the valley be-
low, listening with ultra-keen ears for the
lumbering of a quarrelsome stegosaur,
testing the wind for the rank stench of a
hungry phrysonoma.

His ears detected running water at a
distance, but he could not find the organic
dankness of Jurassic mud or the fetid
lizard-smell that always had hung over the
Great Salt Marsh. The world must have
changed, and he could only hope that Man

Out of the prehistoric mists came Chark—half beast, half

god—pursuing a fantastic quest that had spanned a hundred

million years—and would net end wuniil Earth’s ultimate
millenium!

99
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“had changed along with it, for the better.

He, studied the valley. Five hundred
feet.down was a meadow, and a quarter
of .a mile away, almost where Old. Grak
had .once had his laboratory, was a small
group of buildings. Chark watched them
for a moment. There were lights in the

buildings. He raised his eyes. Far off was

a great cluster of tiny twinkling lights as
if many buildings. had been built in a
group.

. Chark looked again at the first bulldmgs
Then he stepped lightly down from the
rock and vanished into the darkness. The
tyrannosaur followed, A moment later
he stood in the meadow, looking up a little
slope toward the small group of buildings.
His hair, black and straight, was long at
the sides but clipped above his eyes. He
stood alert but unafraid and watched for
movement while he tested gently with
ulfra-sensitive perceptions to determine
what sort of creatures might be inside the
buildings.

Chark was hungry—ravenously hungry,
forrhe had been in the time-vault, along
with the female and the young one, and
Lagh the tyrannosaur and Sala the ptero-
dactyl, for a hundred million years, and
during that time he had been awakened to
eat only two times. In the vault, his body-
processes had been extremely slow, but he
had been there a long time.

In the tall, square building on his left,
he knew at once, were men. He could
feel their emanations more clearly even
than his peculiarly developed eyes could
see the building against the stars. In the
other buildings, which were bigger, were
other mammals—all of them, if he could
still judge after these long years, being of
unfamiliar species.

Chark’s night-seeing eyes came to a
small building. His lips parted and his
mouth worked hungrily. There were birds
in that building. He could detect their
restless, fluttery minds. But in spite of
his hunger, he took an instant to note that

- Man was now buxldmg shelters for manr-

mals and birds. That was good; perhaps
Man finally had reached a period of seli-

lessness.

Chark started forward then paused.i,

The development of mammalian life was
an unexpected turn—especially so with

the apparent total absence of reptilian

forms. He’d better be cautious.
But Lagh, the great tyrannosaur at his
side, was impatient. The big saurian’s

gizzard was grinding on bare stones, and
his jaws were working nervously. Chark,

felt sorry for him, because Lagh’s fifteen-
ton body demanded a lot of food. But
still Chark held him back. T hey were

strangers in a strange world, and Chark

didn’t want to do anything precrpltous
that nnght give modern man a bad im-
pression of him and his companions.
Lagh’s brain was. whimpering but he
obeyed.

Over Chark’s head Sala, the twenty-'.

foot pterodactyl, swooped up and down
exitedly on her leathery wings, waiting
for the word, for Sala was hungry. too.
Chark sent her an emanation of reassur-
ance. He listened with his mind for an-
other instant, then he started forward
again. Lagh lumbered behind. Sala flut-
tered into a long forward glide.

After the first few strides, Chark moved
ahead at full speed., He covered the two
hundred yards in an incredibly short time,
and entered the bird-building. It was very
small. He had to double up to get through
the door, ;

The birds were roosting in a huge clus-
ter. They were fully feathered, which it-
self was astonishing. Most of the birds
Chark had known were covered with a
leathery skin, like Sala. At most, they had
a few tail and wing feathers.

These were fat, too—not tough and
stringy. They made an awful squawking
when he grabbed them. He got two and
started eating one. Then something made
him uneasy.
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He heard the tyrannosaur crunch into a
big animal that squealed herribly for a
moment, and the pterodactyl seized some-
thing that went “baa” so loudly and se
continuously that he could trace Sala’s
flight by the sound.

Clark was glad they had found food;
especially for Lagh. The big tyrannosaur
could eat five hundred pounds of meat a
day. Clark bit into the bird again. He
was glad, too, that Sala had minded him
and stayed away from the building that
contained the men, for Sala might think
she was still back in the Jurassic Era
where men fought each other and all
animals and the only rule was to attack.

Clark felt a presence, and stopped chew-
ing, with the bird in his hand halfway to
his mouth. Then he turned back to the
opening through which he had come. A
ligh caught him full in its beam. He felt
sudden consternation from a man, then
danger,

He brushed the light from the

man’s hand and pushed him over
ag he went, doubled up, through the door.
He heard a great noise and saw an instan-
taneous brilliant flash, something like the
explosion of his own first atomic bomb,
but millions of times smaller.

Three things he learned in going through
the opening: this mant wore clothes, and
he had a bomb of some sort, perhaps a
very tiny atom bomb, although Old Grak,
the director of research in the marsh when
Chark had left the Jurassic Era, had as-
sured them that atomic fission could not
be induced with small amounts ; also, Man
was a weakling. If the man Chark had
brushed aside was a representative speci-
men, Chark could move ten times faster
and probably with many times his
strength,

So Chark, running at half-speed and
easily leaping all the obstructions in his

l IE LEAPED toward the opening.

way, although once he came down in the
herd of animals that made oinking sounds,
met Lagh and Sala in a little grove a mile
away. Lagh was noisily devouring his
meal, bones and 2ll, and Sala was tearing
hers into the strips which she gulped un-
prettily.

Chark finished the second bird and
patted his stomach. He was ready to
sleep until daylight, but first he had to
find a place to hide Lagh. He followed
the sound of the running water and came
to a small river. He took them along
the bank until they found a deep pool
fringed with tall marsh-grass. Tagh was
getting sleepy now that he was full, and
so he obeyed readily. He got down in
the water until only his head was above
the surface, and that was well hidden by
the grass.

There were trees on the shore, and
Sala could stay in the top of a big one.
Chark himself could drape his arms and
legs over a couple of limbs and sleep quite
comfortably.

He was well pleased. He had found
Man—Man with a culture of some sort,
apparently, for he built large buildings
where many could live together. It was
far different from a hundred million years
before, when every man had to sleep in a
secret cave camouflaged with brush to hide
it from other men, or in the top of a great
fern se that anyone who might come near
would sway the fronds and awaken him
in time for defense. Chark slept well,
for now he felt that at last he -would
find help for the female back in the time-
vault on the mountainside. . . .

THE SUN was barely up when Chark
was awakened by the yapping of a dozen
small mammals moving across the meadow
with completely incomprehensible circuit-
ousness, There were men behind them,
so Chark started down. He would take
no chance on Lagh and Sala. If those two
should get into a fight with the men, the
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men might be injured—and severely.
- Lagh was out of the pool, dripping mud
and water, when Chark jumped to the
ground. Lagh was big, and he looked
bigger in the morning sun. Lagh was
fifteen tons of the deadliest fighting
machine on Earth. His three-toed hind
_ legs were enormous; his torso and an
extremely heavy tail served to balance
~ each other, for Lagh walked upright on his
hind legs. He stood twelve feet high, with
tiny front legs folded across his chest,
a short neck and a too-large, bony head
fitted with great jaws and fearsome teeth.
He was covered with overlapping horny
scales. He was afraid of nothing and his
one mode of conduct was typically Jur-
assic: attack.

He attacked for food and whenever he
considered it necessary in self-defense,
but even in these matters he was amenable
to Chark. When Lagh was less than half-
grown, Chark had pulled him out of the
mud one day where he had been trampled
by a herd of angry brontosaurs, and Lagh,
in almost embarrassing gratitude, had at-
tached himself to Chark so strongly that
he would roam the fern-forest within sight
of the laboratory all ddy waiting for Chark
to come from work, and then he would
guard him all night. E

Now, when Lagh himself was facing
unknown danger, he stood uncertainly and
looked down at Chark. Chark ordered
him back into the pool. Lagh went, but
when he had sunk into the mud and
water until nothing showed above the sur-
face but his protruding eyes, he looked at
Chark and there was a wimper of fear in
his mind—not fear for himself but for
Chark.

Chark smiled briefly and reassured the
saurian. Then he cautioned Sala to stay
in the trees. Sala would probably obey
him, and Lagh would too—as long as he
could. But when the tyrannosaur got
hungry again, he’d be nervous. Chark
promised them both that he would be back

by night and help them get something
to eat; he walked out to meet the men.
Certainly, he thought, men must now live
in a world free from fear, to judge by the
loudness of their voices across half a mile
of meadow.

The sun felt good on his broad back.
Suddenly the dogs began yapping more
and started toward him. The men also
yelled at each other, and Chark frowned.
He did not know if he would like a civil-
ization where every one made so much
noise with his mouth.

The dogs ran up to him, but it required
only a very small mind-command to quiet
them. They lay down in a circle around -
him. The men suddenly became quiet too,
and Chark caught emanations of fright
from them. He quieted their fears and
strode up to them. He stood there and
smiled, towering over them by two heads.
He wondered why these men were so
small.

ingly. There was a feeling he -

didn’t understand. Then one of
them, staring at Chark, said to a smaller
man: “Billy, you run back to the house
and tell your mother to get the girls in-
side.” The smaller one ran back. A fat-
stomached man with a metallic star-shaped
ornament fastened to the strange clothing
he wore, walked forward. Chark felt
admiration for the little man, who was
obviously puny but who didn’t seem as
scared as the others.

“I’'m sheriff,” the man said. “What
do you know about them great big chicken-
tracks ?”

He pointed. Chark saw the three-toed
tracks of Lagh’s enormous hind feet, but
he wasn’t ready yet to explain. There
was too much hostility present. He did
not answer.

A thin, wrinkled man whispered in the
sheriff’s ear. Chark felt like smiling, for
he read the man’s mind before the =am

C HARK searched their minds fleet-
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ing not high enough for him to go through
without bending, and presently he faced
a white-haired man with tiny pieces of
glass before his eyes, apparently to assist

~ whispered the words. “It was him eating
"2 ‘chicken—raw "’

""" The sheriff began to look uncomfort-
“able. He looked Chark up and down, and

““sighed. “If T was as husky a specimen as
you, I might go in for nudism myself,”
he observed. Then he turned, business-
like. “You better come along with me.”
~ Chark went. They led him back to the
" farmyard. The sheriff gave him a blanket,
- and Chark put it around himself to please
the sheriff. If they were concerned that
he might get cold, he’d humor them, al-
* though it was silly, in a way, for back in
the Jurassic Era Man had developed a
tough, thick skin in place of fur.
~ The sheriff opened a machine and in-
“vited Chark to get inside. It was a little
small for Chark, so obviously all men were
'small now. It was a nice machine, but
Chark did not think Old Grak would have
approved its apparent complexity.
~ “You better put him in front, Sheriff,
~and I'll ride in the back seat with a shot-
" gun,” said the wrinkled man. “Somehow
I don’t like his looks—a feller like him
running around naked and eating live
chickens.”

“Never mind.” The sheriff did not
seem perturbed. “I won't have any trouble
with him.”

Chark did not know what a shotgun
was. He sensed that it was a weapon,
and he thought these men might be sur-
prised to know what a strong weapon it
would take to injure him.

He liked riding in the car, though it
was noisy. Noise seemed to be character-
istic of this age. The car went very fast—
faster even than Iagh could run. They
followed a hard-surfaced path for some
miles until they came to a large group of

_buildings arranged in rows with gaths be-
tween the rows. This pleased him, for it
meant that men had learned to trust each

* other in very large groups.

They stopped before a stone building,

and got out. Chark was taken to an open-

his eyesight ; he sat behind a large book.
He stared at Chark for a moment and
swallowed.

~ “Quite a physical specimen, eh?” he
said admiringly, and for an instant Chark
let the muscles ripple along his arms. The
judge’s eyes popped wider. “But that’s
no excuse for running around like that,”
he said, and started writing.

“Name?” he said.

Chark waited. :

“Name?” The man sounded impatient.

Chark spoke. “Chark.”

“How do you spell it?”

Chark put it in the man’s mind.

“First name?”

“Chark.”

“Okay. Chark Chark. Where you
from?” :

Chark had to dig deep into the man’s
subconscious to find the words he needed.
“The Jurassic Era,” he said.

‘The judge looked grim. “Where’d you
come from, mister? And no wisecracks.”

“From the mountain.” Chark pointed.

The judge raised his eyebrows. “From
the mountain, eh? Makin’ any meon-
shine up there?”

Chark smiled and shook his head. No,
he had had nothing to do with the moon
up there.

“Okay. The charge is disorderly con-
duct.” He looked contemplatively at
Chark. “Can’t very well plead anything
but guilty.” He wrote in the big book
and then looked up. “Ten dollars and
costs.” Chark said nothing.

“Or ten days,” the judge said. Chark
did not answer. “Okay, then. Take him
away, Sheriff.” :

The sheriff looked hopefully at Chark.
Chark read the sheriff’s mind quite easily.
In fact, he could have done that from the
sheriff’s eyes. He followeé.
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CH.APTER TWO

The Slaying of Grak

S

T HE SHERIFF led him into a small
room walled by steel bars. He
~ closed the steel door and did some-
thing to it, and Chark knew he had locked
it. Then the sheriff wiped his brow.

Chark was amused. Those ptiny bars—
he could twist those into spirals. He could
have' controlled the judge, but he did not
want to interfere in Man’s new social
structure. He sat down and waited.
Soon they would send their scientists to
se€ him. Back in the Jurassic Era, Old
Grak would have been here before now.

But at noon the sheriff brought around
a big plate of food. Chark gulped it. The
sheriff said, “Tried to find you some
clothes, but there ain’t any big enough
in town. Guess you’ll have to use the
blanket.” =

Chark didn’t bother. He was quite com-
forfable. He lay down on the floor and
took a nap while he was waiting"for the
scientists.

He awoke with a start. It was dark.
He was hungry again, and it struck him
with a pang of conscience that he had
ordered Sala and Lagh to stay hidden and
had promised to be back by night and
help them find something to eat.

He took hold of two of the iron bars
and pushed them apart. The space they
made wasn’t wide enough for his chest,
so he twisted them off entirely and spread
two more. He leaped through and walked
down the corridor to the light.

The sheriff was just coming in from
outside. He stared at Chark and said,
“Did you pick the lock ?”

Chark ignored the question. “I want
to see your scientists,” he said. “And
please hurry.” He wanted to establish
contact, and then he would hurry back to
help Sala and Lagh find food-

The sheriff looked at him. “I'll see

what I can do," he said pleadingly, “Gf
you'll go back in the cell and stay there,” .

Chark went back. He trusted the,
sheriff, but he thought about Lagh and
how hungry the big tyrannosaur would,
get, and he was worried. He knew the .
female back in the time-vault would be
getting hungry too, but she would behave.,
Anyway, a human could go hungry for,
days without doing, anything impetuous; -

It was the female’s broken back that:
worried Chark most. With the time-
vault open again, she would undoubtedly,
be awake and her broken back could cause,
a great deal of pain. He wished the scien-.
tists would come so he could learn how, .
to care for it properly. ;

Old Grak had had the greatest mtellect;;
of the Jurassic Era, hut he had refused to.
let anyone spend time learning anything
about the human body. “If one gets sick;:’ :
he said, “it means he’s a weakling and .
should die. The race won’t get to be a.
strong species if we. preserve the weak, 4
And so Chark, with no knowledge of anat-
omy or medicine, had been helpless with
the female’s injury. Now he wished the
scientists would hurry.

But it was an hour before anyone came.
Then it was a serious-looking young fel-
low. Chark searched his mind at once
and knew there was no technical knowl-
edge there that would help him. Still
Chark was interested, because the young.
man’s mind was worried. Chark answered
questions while he searched the fellow’s
mind a little further,

“I m Henderson, reporter for the Trib-
une,” the young man said. “Is that your
real name—Chark Chark?”

“Chark,” said Chark.

“Where you from?”’

“The Jurassic Era.”

The reporter squinted at him for a

moment. “Well, what town are you
from?”
“No town,” said Chark. “From the

Great Salt Marsh. I was a research work-
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er in Grak’s laboratery ; nuclear physics.”

The reporter shrugged, and Chark saw
that he did not believe. “Okay, if that’s
your tale, mister.” He sighed. “You
look like good material for a story. Big
enough for two ordinary men, Weissmul-
ler build, Palm Beach bronze, and wag-
ing a one-man war against the high price
of white shirts—to say nething of pants
and shoes. Say—”" his brow wrinkled—
“how did you ever learn anything about
the Jurassic Era?” His eyes began to
brighten. “Maybe you’re a professor or
something. Do you suppose I've got a
case of amnesia on my hands? Now
where could you be from? No seven-foot

' professors have been reported missing
lately—certainly not frem the university.
Maybe some small college somewhere.”

Chark touched his mind lightly, and the
reporter looked speculative. “You know,
I think I almost believe you—only a re-
porter has to have better sense than that.
Tel you what I’'m going to do. There’s
something here. I'm going to write this
as a feature, just the way you gave it to
me. The Old Man can’t object to that.”

“Will you get me an audience with your
sclentists?”’ asked Chark. “Now—to-
night ?” 7

The reporter looked sympathetic but
he shook his head. “You'd never get to
see any of the big-shots at the natural
“history museum this time of night. Wait.
What kind of scientists do you mean?”’

“Men interested in chemistry, physics,
astronomy—but especially—*’ he searched
the young man’s mind quickly—"“a man
versed in medicine.”

“Well, the top man in physies in this
part of the country is Dr. Phillips, head
of the physics department at the U, and
he’s tough. You wouldn’t get him out of
the house after supper to see a tyranne-
saur parade down the middle of Main
Street preceded by fourteen metorcycle
cops and a South Sea island drum ma-
jorette—with a flying escort of pterodac-

tyls, since you mentioned the Jurassic Era.
No, sir, old Dr. Phillips doesn’t believe
in anything that he hasn’t seen—not even
his own grandmother. Why do you want
to see a physician?” he asked suddenly,
“You don’t lock sick.” :

“I want information,” said Chark pa-
tiently.

“Well, okay, I'll see what I can do.
What do you want—a specialist or what ?”

“I want information about a breken
back,” said Chark, “and I must have it
tonight.”

: C HARK saw that the reporier was

not over-impressed. Chark could

have changed his mind, but he did-
n’t want to be arbitrary. He wanted to
convince him,

“You are in trouble,” Chark said seft-
ly.
The reporter nodded absently. “Yeah,
The Old Man doesn’t like the way I brush
my teeth. I get in his hair.”

“Especially,” said Chark, “since you
printed the article about Professor E. M.
Stanley and his new theory of two-dimen-
sional matter.”

The reporter looked up. “Vou read
the papers, I see.” ,

“Your friend, Professor Stanley, is an
assistant in the physics department at
the university and has just written for
his doctor’s degree a thesis puiting forth
the theory that space and time are the
only two absolute substances in the nni-
verse.”

The reporter was unimpressed. “The
only thing wrong there,” he said, “is that
my friend is a she.”

“What do you mean—'she’?” asked
Chark.

The reporter’s eyes widened, but Chark
required him to answer. “A female, you
dope. Didn’t you ever hear of a female
professor 7’

Chark shook his head slowly, wonder-
ingly. The world had indeed changed.
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“So I guess you're not very psychic,
after all.” The reporter sounded disap-
pointed.

“And this Dr. Phillips,” Chark went
on, groping hard in the reporter’s mind
for the words, “is her department head,
He protested to your publisher against
the publication of what he termed a
‘crackpo‘t theory’ by one of his instruc-
tors

The reporten looked at Chark. “How
did you know that?”

“Dr. Phillips has received many letters
of protest from all over the world, and he
has complained. Also your publisher has
severely reprimanded you for publishing

~ unverified information and has ordered

you to get any further such stories ap-
proved by Dr. Phillips, which, you are
firmly convinced, means that you never
- will get another such story printed, for,
in your own words, Phillips is an old bat-
tleaxe.”

The reporter was staring at Chark.
“Hey, wait a minute. I never said that
to anyhody—not even to Ellen.”

" “It is in your mind,” said Chark, un-
perturbed. “Furthermore, your friend’s
theory is correct. The only material thing
i3 space, and the only thing that makes
space display different forms is time. Time
causes frequency and different frequencies
make different substances. All time is

the same, and all space is propagated at

the same velocity, but time folds back on
itself, and the number of folds determines
the frequency and therefore the final sub-
stance of space—which becomes energy
or matter.”

The reporter’s mouth was open. “That’s
what I was trying to put across in my
story, but I bungled it. You did it bet-
ter. Who ate you anyway ?”

“I am Chark from the Jurassic Era.”

The reporter wiped sweat from his
forehead. “Damned if T couldn’t almost
believe you—now.” He looked at the
bars that Chark had twisted aside. “If

b

you'd explain that, maybe, I wﬂ—’

Chark reached out with ome hand. He
grasped a half-inch bar and turned his
hand slowly. With a great screech of
tortured metal, the bar stretched and thea
broke.

The reporter swallowed hard. He
looked closely at the bar. Then he shook
his head. “It’s a good trick. How'd you
do it?” ‘

Chark sighed. Men could be very dif-
ficult, it seemed. “Why does your friend
not prove her theory with mathematics?”
he asked.

“That’s a good point. The truth—which
I couldn’t print—is that the only electron-
lc calculator available to her is under
the direction of Dr. Phillips, and he won’t
let her use it. This figuring would take
several lifetimes to do by hand, so that’s
out. It could be done in five hours on the
brain, but Doctor Phillips insists there
isn’t time for her to work on such a ‘fan-
tastic’ problem.” Henderson sounded sar-
castic.

““It is possible,” said Chark, “that I can
help, if I can talk to your friend.”

“Tell you what. T'll call Ellen, and
T'll try to get hold of somebody to lis-
ten to your story, whatever it is. How's
that?”

“Good,” said Chark. “But please hurry.
Tonight.”

He sat back to wait. Telepathically, now
that he had established connection with
the young man, he wag able to follow
him to the Tribune Building and into the
Old Man’s office. The Old Man reminded
Chark of Grak, for when he saw the re-
porter he roared at him.

“Where have you been for the last
two hours?”

“Working on a story,” the reporter
said quietly, “about a man who claims
he’s from the Jurassic Era.”

The Old Man’s face turned purple. “If
that story you wrote about Professor
Stanley wasn’t enough—And then I find
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out today that Stanley is a woman—a
: young woman. That explains everything.”
Chark was quite puzzled at that speech.
~ “Half an hour ago,” the Old Man went
on, “a leg-man came in with a story about
fresh tyrannosaur tracks out in the coun-
try somewhere. A paleontologist at the
_U. examined them and said they seemed
~ to be the real thing.” The Old Man ex-
_ploded. “They even had one of my high-
. priced photographers out there to take
...pictures. What am I running around here
—a newspaper or an insane asylum? Now
you come up with a man from the Me-
~ sozoic Age. Now look, Henderson. I'm
a patient man, but when you and your
girl-friend deliberately conspire to get
‘my goat, it’s too much. Guild or no Guild,
I’ll fire you if this kind of thing happens
again.” :
~ Chark admired Henderson. The re-
porter’s face was red, but he kept his
tongue. Chark felt sorry for the Old Man,
because he was so much like Old Grak.

"ENDERSON left, and Chark,
H tired from the strain of project-
ing his mind so far, let him go and
sat back to wait. He hoped it wouldn’t
take too long, for it was worrying him to
think about the female back in the time-
vault. Her back must be very painful by
now. Twice had they been awakened in
the last hundred million years, and each
time Chark had tried desperately to find
medical help, but each time he had failed.
On both occasions she had been very pa-
tient and had not even whimpered, but
Chark had seen the suffering in her eyes
and it had been hard for him to take. This
time he was determined to get help.

Perhaps it had been a mistake to try
to save her, after all. Old Grak had said,
when she fell out of the big moa-tree and
lay writhing in the tall grass, “Let her
alone. She’ll die before sundown.”

Chark had heard the ominous thump
as she hit the ground; he had heard her

first cry of pain and had seen the anguish
in her eyes. A sudden inexplicable im-
pulse to go to her had come over him,
but while he was debating that strange
feeling and trying to reconcile it with
Grak’s rule against wasting time on.the
unfit, Grak himself had come up behind
him and reminded him of his duties.

For a few hours after the accident
Chark went ahead with his work in the
laboratory. ” All of the five or six hundred
men in the Great Salt Marsh worked in
the laboratory, on problems directed by
Grak. The laboratory was a huge build-
ing of glass and steel and lead for shield-
ing against hard radiation, built on the
only large area of high ground in the
marsh. When a man was working in it,
during the daytime, he was safe, for one
of the two rules that governed the Grak
outfit was: no fighting in the laboratory.
The other was: no help. to the unfit.

So Chark tried not to think of the fe-
male. His was a problem that would take
several years, for he was studying each
element to determine the rate of energy
flow at the instant a neutrino triggered
a mesotron into the reverse field that held
the nucleus together. The neutrino, of
course, traveling at the compound square
of the speed of light—c square squared—
was indetectable, and the creation of meso-

‘trons involved considerable apparatus and

a very thorough knowledge of dimension-
al mechanics, so that Chark soon became
absorbed in his work and forgot even to
look outside until the middle of the aft-
ernoon when the steam began to rise in
clouds from the marsh.

Then he remembered the female. He
went to the window and saw her still in
the grass. Her face was contorted but she
made no sound. The baby, after which
she had crawled out on a rotten limb, had
been in her arms when she fell, and was
unhurt. Chark saw the female’s lips, dry
and beginning to crack, and he felt that
same feeling of sympathy that he had felt
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when she dropped. It was stronger in
him niow because he realized it was the
same feeling she had had when she went
after the baby—a desire to help. "

That ‘'was a strange emotion for a Grak
man.. In Chark’s hundred or more"years
in the laboratory he had never seen it be-
fore. He had felt it, and he had watched
for it in others, but he had not seen it,
and, knowing the immutable law, he had
never shown it. But now he recognized
_it in another, and the fact that they two
had it, and that they were the only ones,
seemed to require that they should stand
th’etHer.

HE SHUT off the great electrostatic
generator. He got a glass beaker and went
to the fresh-water spring. He filled the
beaker with cool water and took it to the
female. She saw him, and her eyes were
big, and strangely wet.

- She took the beaker and drank it dry.
Chark saw that she was young and strong-
ly built. It was a pity that she had fallen.
He turned back to the laboratory.

Grak was waiting for him outside the
laboratory. “Is your work no longer im-
portant, that you waste time on the unfit?”

Chark studied Grak but he hardly saw
him." He was turning over a great many
unusual thoughts in his mind. “She needed
water,” he said slowly.

Grak roared. “Let her die! She’s no
good. She’s helpless. You can’t clutter
up civilization with.a lot of cripples.”

- Chark saw more Grakmen coming. Muz,
the bully, and Gor, his henchman, were in
the van. Chark backed to the wall.

Grak glared at him. His voice lowered. -

“You're showing soft emotions, Chark—

emotions that I never have seen in a man,’

but only in a female with young.”

“I wonder if that is so bad,” said Chark,
watching the semicircle fill up around
him. “Is there to be nothing for Man but
hunger, mating, fear, and the incessant
quest for knowledge ?”

“Mental achievement,” said Old Grak,
talking now like a man to an inferior, “is
the only worth-while thing. There is no
place in civilization for the soft emotions.”

Chark answered steadily, “The so-
called ‘soft’ emotions are all that dis-
tinguish us from the dinosaurs.”

Grak snarled. “The mind is the dis-
tinguishing feature.” :

“Even the dinosaur has a brain,” Chark
pointed out. “Some have two brains.”

Grak snorted. “You think a bronto-
saur could figure out atomic fission ?”’

“Not a brontosaur, no. But take Lagh.
Give him a hundred million years to de-
velop. Or take Sala, the pterodactyl.
Eithet one of them can evolve to where
Man is now. I say that Man must keep
on evolvmg, and that sentxment is the next
step.”

RAK exploded at that. “Our meth-
G ods are harsh but they are just,” he
roared. “We have kept the racial
stock at a high level.” ' '

“True. Not more than one out of ten
men survives to maturity because no one
will help an unfortunate. That is why
there are only scattered small groups of
men over the world today—Iess than six
hundred thousand on Earth.”

“And you think we need more?”

Chark hesitated. “No, perhaps not.
But we owe something to those whom we
create, and they too may have much to
contribute to Man.” He paused, and then
went on with renewed vigor, looking
squarely into the impassive brown faces
around him. “Is Man always to live in
fear?” asked Chark. “Should he not ex-
pect help when he needs it rather than
sharp teeth in his neck when he isn’t look-
ing?”

He glared at them, fifty men of the
Great Salt Marsh. Their cold eyes showed
no understanding. “I am backed against
a wall because I do not trust anyone.” He
smiled grimly. “Nec one attacks me from
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the front because no one dares. If any one
of you felt himself my equal, he would try
to kill me.” He snorted. “We call our-
selves civilized, but we do not care for our
young. The female lying there in the sun
is the only one I have ever seen who was
concerned enough for her young to risk
her own body. We cannot even live in
herds like the diplodoci. We meet, we
work in the laboratory, and we separate.
Each one hides away for the night. We
are not civilized. Mentality has no bear-
ing on civilization. We are savages!”

It was the supreme insult, to say that
to Old Grak, the physicist. Grak’s wrin-
kled face turned pale, his great chest filled
and expanded. His eyes were like knife-
blades, and Chark waited for the rush that
would bring them all on him. But Grak
looked at Chark’s great shoulders, and
changed his mind, They were well de-
velopéd, these men of the Salt Marsh, but
Chark was stronger and quicker than any
of them. So they were cautious,

Grak scowled and went back to his
work, and again Chark, waiting with his
back to the wall until the last man should
leave, felt that strange emotion. He felt
sorry now for Old Grak, who was a hun-
dred years past the prime of his life and
no longer able to avenge an insult.

Chark went back to the generator. He
was a little ashamed, too. He was the one
who had made old Grak back down—and
he was stronger and younger. It wasn’t
right.

Old Grak had the finest brain of the
Jurassic Era, He had marked many mile-
stones in physics. Grak’s theory of in-
verse atomic structure to explain the in-
congruities in atomic physics had super-
seded the old shell theory of electrons;
Grak had been the first to explain why a
magnetic field would attract or repel;
Grak was the one who had advanced and
proved the theory that there were only
two basics in creation: space and time,
and that all matter and all energy were

products of those two in varied forms,

Yes, Grak had a fine brain, but no trust
in men and no trustworthiness—nothing
that tended to make life comfortable.
Chark wondered if perhaps comfort was
not to be desired as much as knowledge.

There was tension in the laboratory.
Chark knew that Grak was watching for
an opportunity to kill. Chark didn’t mind
that, but he did mind the looks that began
to come from the others. He spent the
rest of the day in constant alertness.
Someone here would soon be killed.

He was cautious, and his great strength
made the others cautious and kept them
at a distance. But by evening he had
come to a decision. As soon as it was dark
he took some fresh clams to the female
under the moa-tree. Then he went to the
warehouse and gathered supplies. He car-
ried them to the mountain, and such was
his strength and speed that within a few
hours he had an enormous quantity of
material,

He spent the rest of the night digging
a cave in the solid granite with explosives.
The mountain was carefully chosen. He
lined the cave with lead and installed a

- thorium-activated relay. He gathered

herbs to induce catalepsy, and just before
dawn he connected a temperature-regula-
tor with the radiation from the relay. Then
he set the relay to open the vault at what-
ever time in the future it might detect
enough hard radiation to indicate that man
had begun to use atomic fission in quan-
tities. '

As the sun came up over the marsh, and
steam began to rise in place of fog, Chark
surveyed his night’s work and found it
good. Then he went back to the labora-
tory. He faced Grak and announced:

“I am leaving, Grak. I have prepared
a time-vault and am going into the long
sleep. I am taking the female and her
young with me, since that is the only way
I can save them. We shall go into a fu-
ture civilization and rebuild the race,
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ments that we have and that you do not
recognize.”

Triumph glowed suddenly in Grak's
opaque eyes. “You are a coward,” he said.
“You are afraid and you are running
from me.”

Chark stiffened. “Old man,” he said,
“keep your tongue.” He looked at the
waiting faces behind Grak. “I am afraid
of no man and no combination of men,
but if I stay, I shall have to kill some of
you, and that is waste. I do not belong

in this era, because I do not believe in -

killing. Therefore I am leaving.”

He backed away. At the door he turned.
He heard Grak’s growl and turned in time
to meet the old man’s rush, the great yel-
low fangs seeking his jugular vein.
~ Grak was no match for Chark. Chark
met him, parried him once, twice, and
when he saw the ring of men closing in
he killed Grak. They would have over-
whelmed him by sheer weight if he had
not, so he bit Grak’s neck cleanly in two
and tossed the body away, showing his in-
dependence by refusing even to eat it.

That also was taken as a sign of weak-
ness by Muz, the buily, and Gor. The two
rushed Chark, one from each side. There
was a moment of whirling legs and arms,
flashing brown bodies. There were crack-
ing bones, and then the two bodies, of
Muz and Gor, followed Grak’s carcass
through the air, both with their necks
* bitten through.

Then Chark was gone. He stopped to
snatch up the female and her young and
carry them to the vault. He sent out men-
tal commands for Lagh and Sala, for they
were known to be his friends. Worse,
they had in the past responded to Chark’s
friendliness with some show of “soft” emo-
tions on their own part. Their lives now
would be worth little around the marsh.

In an hour the great-dinosaur and the
big pterodactyl came up the mountain.
Chark tock them into the vault. He made

the female comfortable in a bed of moss,
weather and against time. Once it was
sealed, the Grakmen would waste no more
time on him. They would be busy pro-
tecting themselves from one another. And
with luck the vault would last a long time,
for it was not located near a geological

CHAPTER THREE
Quest of the Caves

N LESS than a thousand years the

vault had opened. The descendants

of the Grakmen had started fighting
each other with atomic explosives.

Chark by that time was faced with a
new problem. The female was in pain.
She did not whimper, but anguish showed
on her face when she tried to move. If
she was to live, she should be relieved.
But that was beyond Chark’s knowledge.
With all his mentality, Chark had no
knowledge of anatomy and was helpless.
He set out to find a man who might have
that knowledge, but was tmsuccessful. He
barely got back to the vault with Lagh and
Sala, and water and mollusks for the fe-
male and her young, before the marsh
was devastated by a lithium bomb.

It was a predicament to which there
seemed but one answer. They must go
back to sleep. That would arrest the pain
and any other trouble that might develop
in the female's back, and probably the
next time they were awakened, Man would
have some knowledge of his own body....

The second period of sleep was a long
one. On awakening, Chark looked twice
when the graph on his relay showed nearly
a hundred million years. He opened the
vault and went out hopefully. Surely n
such a very long time Man must have de-
veloped the knowledge he needed.

But he was disappointed. Man was still
primitive; socially he was a lhittle ad-
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vanced, because he lived in groups, but
~ mentally he had lost ground. His language
‘was crude. He still lived in caves. He
‘took care of his females and his young,
but not of weaklings. He still had not
‘studied the human body—but he had
studied the atom. He was experimenting
with fission. Astonishing, thought Chark,
how that one thing—the secret of matter
and energy—was a perpetual challenge to
Man.

In this caveman culture, Man had
learned fission empirically. He didn’t
know how it happened and didn’t think
.about it. He only knew that he could
produce energy from matter. Perhaps his
knowledge came from incredibly ancient
legends handed down from the Jurassic
Era. At any rate, Man was playing with
cosmic fire. It burned him. The known
world and its few centers of society again
were destroyed, and the few not killed by
the blasts or the subsequent radiation fled
into the forests and the mountains to start
new lines of the species. ¢

Once again Chark retreated into the
vault with his companions, sorely troubled
because each time the vault opened for a
few days the female’s pain grew worse.
Chark was afraid that one more time
would be the last unless he could get help.
Wouldn’t Man ever turn from destruction
to helping Man?

The next time he was awakened, the
slow-motion graph on his relay showed
it was only twenty thousand years later.
Now it was an even hundred million years
from the time of Grak.

This time the female did not awaken
at once. So Chark got Lagh and Sala and
they set out together. It was when he saw
the artificial buildings that he was en-
couraged. If Man had developed enough
to live in communities, he must have de-
veloped also a knowledge of treating
injuries,

And so a few hours later, Chark, find-
ing himself in a strange world with

strange ideas and customs, and not want-
ing to offend, allowed them to imprison
him. But now, waiting for their scientists,
he was beginning to get impatient. He
hoped Henderson (what a long name!)
would hurry and bring the physician as-
he had promised.

After an hour Henderson was back.
“I’ve brought my friend, Miss Stanley,”
he told Chark. “Maybe you’d better pull
the blankets around you.”

Chark complied. Then Henderson dis-
appeared. Chark felt feminine emanations.
Henderson came back, opening the door
for the female, who came through first.
Chark stared. She too was clothed, but
at once he liked her calm and her kind-
ness and her logic. A quick glimpse into
her mind astonished him. She was much
better versed in science than Henderson.
But best of all, Chark liked the warmness
of her radiations and the glowing aura that
they caused in Henderson’s mind. Chark
paused in wonderment. This was some-
thing like the feeling he had for the fe-
male back in the vault; but this was more
highly developed.

and Chark made a quick search of

her ‘mind to find that she expected
him to shake hands. “So you’re from the
Jurassic Era,” she said, and there was no
skepticism in her voice. She turned to
Henderson and said, “I like him.”

Henderson said, “I do too.”

Like, she had said. That was an odd
concept. There was no equivalent word in
Chark’s vocabulary, but he knew it was
akin to the feeling she and Henderson had -
for each other. Now Chark himself felt
warm and glowy, and he positively
squirmed when she smiled at him. Then
he remembered his own female. “Can
you get a physician?” he asked.

“I’d like to ask some questions first,”
she said. “What do you know about my
two-substance theory ?”

S HE PUT her arm through the bars,
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Chark said, “Old Grak evolved that
theory, a hundred million years ago. I
am familiar with his postulates.”

She looked at him thoughtfu!ly, and
Chark saw that she was trying -to be-
lieve in him. He said, “Why not do it
this way. Let g sub a equal the gravita-
tional constant for the nucleus of the
atom.” He was searching her mind for her
own symbols. “Now, take your Rydberg
wave number.” He went on, not work-
ing the problems, but explaining them to
her in her own terms, and substituting
symbols for the answers to the equations.

She listened raptly, but finally she in-
terrupted. “I can’t follow you there.”
She had been making written notes, but
now she looked up. “You are speaking of
n-dimensional continua as if they were
physically real. Our science isn’t ready
for that.” V

He searched her mind for an instant.
Then he said, “Your two-substance uni-
verse has come too soon. What you need
as a foundation is dimensional mechanics.
It would be the next logical step after
your present wave mechanics. How long
have you had wave mechanics?”’

_ “Since about nineteen twenty-five,”
she 'said. “Fifty years.”

“Then you're ready,” he told her. “And

it’s simple enough—an extension of the
quantum theory. There isn’t really much
difference between quantum mechanics and
wave mechanics, when you know the basic
principles. A dimension consists of elec-
tromagnetic energy folded back on itself
in fantastic shapes, and other dimensions
are merely complications or consolidations.
Keep your pencil ready and I will give
you some formulae. Grak had worked out
the system to the twenty-fifth dimension
before I killed him.”

She stared an instant, but he started
talking and she started writing. Presently
he said, “There it is. Using the dimen-
sional formulae as a base, you can prove
your substance postulate.”

“But these equations! It would take
five hundred years to work them out. In.
half an hour you’ve laid out enough math
to keep a dozen men busy for a lifetime.
15 1 had access to an electronic calcula-'.
tor— :

Chark sald
for you.’

“Oh, that’s 1n1p0551b1e He won’t even
let me use the brain.” '

“Don’'t worry,” Chark assured her.
“Describe the steps of the problem as I
have described them to you, advance your
dimensional mechanics ideas, and give the
mathematical answer that I have given
you—and he will do the rest.”

“He’s right,” said Henderson gleefully.
“The doc will have to work it out in self-
defense. He won’t know how you did it,
but he’ll sneak it through the ‘brain’ to
see if you're right.”

Her eyes were glowing.
ever thank you?”

“You can get me an audience with a
physician,” said Chark.

“Let Dr. Phillips do it

“How can I

“You wanted to talk to scientists, too,”
she said softly. “Well, I'll get them for
you. I'll get them tonight.” She turned
to Henderson. “Jim,” she said, “I do
believe he came from the Jurassic Era.”

Chark was pleased.

He was even more pleased when, an
hour later, the sheriff came for him. “I
don’t know how she did it,” the sheriff
said. “Here it is eleven o’clock at night
and you’re going up to the museum for a
conference. I didn’t think you could get
the museum open this time of night with
an atomic bomb.” He led Chark outside.
“Better wrap that blanket around you.”

Fifteen minutes later they walked into
a high-ceilinged room in the Paleontology
Section of the museum.

HERE were Henderson and Miss -

i Stanley, and Henderson introduced
the others: Dr. Phillips, head of the
physics department at the University's
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“School of Technology; Mr. Jameson, in
charge of paleontology at the museum;
Mr. Swinburne, who occupied a chair in
anthropelogy at the University; and Dr.
Radke, an instructor in the medical col-
lege. Chark had to search Henderson’s
mind fast to understand these terms, but
when he did he knew that Henderson and
Miss Stanley had done well; they had
brought him their topmost scientists.
Chark was impatient to search the physi-
cian’s mind, but he must be polite and
answer their questions on physics and
mechanics first.

Dr. Phillips looked at Chark, and the
sourness of his face reminded Chark very
much of old Grak.

Miss Stanley said conﬁdently, “Hes
from the Jurassic Era, doctor.”

Phillips snorted. “Nonsense. He just
needs a haircut.”

“Ask him about wave mechanics,” Miss
Stanley suggested.

Phillips gave her a terrible scowl. “Miss
Stanley, I came here because you prom-
ised proof of your fantastic theory on sub-
stances, and frankly, I came more to give
you a chance to expose yourself than for
anything else. I’ll say more. If this turns
out to be a fiasco, as it is bound to, I shall
use my influence in the graduate schoel

to see that your petition for a doctor’s de-

gree is tabled.”

Miss Stanley turned white, and Chark
felt sorry for her. But he kept quiet and
waited. '

Doctor Radke, a medium-sized man,
very calm and capable-looking, approached
Chark, and at that moment a door opened
and another female entered with a note-
book. She stood behind Radke. Very
convenient, thought Chark. In this mod-
ern civilization 2 man even had someone
else to remember for him.

Radke looked up at Chark. “Height,
about seven-one,” he said, and the female
made gqueer marks in her notebook.
“Weight I'd put at two-forty. Brownish
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skin. No distinguishing scars or deform-1

ities. No abnormalities.
verse, in fact. A magnificent specimen of
homo sapiens.” He looked at Chark
thoughtfully. “Or is he homo sapiens?”

Chark didn’t pay much attention to him,
for he was busy searching the physician’s
mind and finding out all he needed to know
about anatomy and especially about a

broken back. It was encouraging. He

thought now that he knew what was
wrong. Two of the vertebrae, at a bad
angle, were pinching the spinal cord and
causing paralysis of the lower body. He
had principally to straighten out the bend,
and the female would recover.

“Miss Lasky, will you take Mr. Swin-
burne’s notes as he goes?”

Swinburne, a tall man with penetrating
eyes and a husky, drawling voice, said,
“That’s quite a brain-case, wouldn’t you
say, doctor? It would appear to have a
capacity of twenty-eight or twenty-nine
hundred cubic centimeters, I would say.”

Radke looked up. “I thought you'd
notice that. I hesitated to say. Isn’t the
largest brain on record something like
twenty-two hundred C, C’s?”

Swinburne nodded.
swear this one will go close to three
thousand.”

“You should know. You've been look-
ing at brain-cases all your life.” Radke
chuckled slightly.

“The odd part is,” said Swinburne
thoughtfully, “the head-shape is definitely
dolichocephalic, which you hardly expect
to find under the circumstances. And
there’s a puzzler: the brain-case and the
absence -of jutting eyebrows eliminates
this man from any prehistoric species of
our knowledge, but the skull is brachy-
facial—like a Cro-Magnard. Handsome
beast, all right. Observe that heavy lower
jaw. That isn’t compatible with any of
our fossils.” Swinburne was truly puzzled.
“Neanderthal man, for instance, didn’t
have any chin at all.” He went on. “Note

Quite the re-’

“Yes—and still ’'d '
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that very high forehead. It looks as if
Nature has played one of her best tricks

" in this man. How can you reconcile his

- physique with that enormbus'brain?"

CHAPTER FOUR

Tomb of Time

AMESON said, “I believe you claim

_a familiarity with the Jurassic Era.

Do you mind if I ask a few ques-
tions? ,

“Not at all,” said Chark.

“Where’s your home?”

“In the Great Salt Marsh.”

_ “Where did you vote?”

“Vote?” asked Chark.

“Sure. When you elected the head
marl.!’

Chark bared his strong white teeth.
“We elected the head man with these.”

Jameson blinked. Then he said, “How
did you get here from the Jurassic?”

“In a time-vault,” said Chark.

“Where is it?”

“Up on the mountain.”

~ “Isn’t it destroyed now?”

“NO.”

“Think you can find it ?”

“I know I can,” said Chark.

“That was the age of reptiles. I sup-
pose you know all about dinosaurs of vari-
ous descriptions.”

“I am familiar with many species,”

“You didn’t happen to bring any fossils
with you?”

“I did better than that,” said Chark.
“I brought a tyrannosaur—alive.”

Now Jameson smiled. Chark saw that
he did not believe. Jameson said, “We
have very few fossil remains that give us
any information about that era, but we
have here at the museum a man who has
devoted his life to a study of them. Per-
haps -you can verify his findings. Can you
tell me what you had in the Jurassic?
Just a few items, let’s say. Start with the

crinoids. Maybe we can find a common
ground here.”

“Do you mind,” Chark asked apolo-
getically, “if I search your mind to put it
in your own words?” :

Jameson smiled. “Not at all.”

Chark said, slowly and carefully, “We
had a small crinoid echinoderm which you
call pentacrinus. Then we had pelecypods
which you know as gryphea and trigonia,

_a cone-shaped gastropod—pleurotomaria,

you call it. I might add that we had quite
a representation of trilobites, which you
may not have discovered. They—"

But Jameson was staring at him.
“Wickert did not announce that until yes-
terday,” he said slowly. “It is the first
time that anyone ever has found trilobites
as late as the Jurassic. How did you know
that?”

Chark smiled. “I was there,” he said
simply.

Jameson looked at Phillips and shook
his head wonderingly. “I check,” he said.

_ The fat-stomached sheriff said, “See
how strong he is.”

Radke looked thoughtful. “We haven’t
any weights.”

Jameson said, “Here’s a broom. A
couple of you take hold and see how easily
he can twist it out of your hands. I have
a hunch—"

Chark lifted it out of Radke’s hands as
if he was lifting a feather.

Then they all took hold—everybody but
Phillips and Miss Stanley. Chark took
hold of the round piece in the middle and
with no effort twisted a piece a foot long
out of the middle of it.

There was silence.

“How high can you jump?” asked
Radke.

Chark looked at the ceiling. It was
about three times his height. He crouched
and sprang, holding the blanket with one
hand. He thumped the ceiling and dropped
back softly.

Radke’s eyes were bulging. “Broth-
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errr1® he-said. “Whatever it is, I'm in on
it. You can talk about abnormalities all
you want to, but this isn’t abnormal. This
is-a superman !”’

He began to put away his tape-measure.
“We're wasting time here. Tomorrow I'll
have him out at the clinic.” .

Phillips growled. “How could a man
from the Jurassic Era know anything
about atomic fission?”

“Are we so superior?” asked Jameson
softly. “You read the story about the
Euphrates. Archaeologists dug up a layer

- from an agrarian culture eight thousand
years old, then a deeper one of a herds-
man culture, still another of a cave culture,
and finally a layer of fused green glass,
just like what was left on the desert by
the first atom bomb in New Mexico.”

Phillips motioned to the others, and
they all-went off in a corner to talk.

Chark thought-he heard shouting down
the street. But Phillips” voice rose in the
room. “I tell you it’s quite impossible.
I don’t know where he’s from, but cer-
tainly not from the Mesozoic.”

The shouting now seemed to be in the
street under the museum. It grew in vol-
ume. Weren't these noisy humans ever
quiet?

The sheriff was at a window. He
looked, and Chark felt amazement flood
‘the man’s mind. “Hey, professor!” His
eyes were distended. “They’ve got the
biggest animal in the world down there!”

AMESON jumped to a window. He
took one look and shouted, “It’s a
tyrannosaur!”

“You're crazy,” Phillips growled. He
turned to the window. He looked and then
turned around and quietly slumped to the
floor with his hands crossed on his chest.

Chark had been so busy watching the
antics of the professor that he had not
realized what they were saying. Now it
struck him. He made the window in one
great leap and looked down.

Crawting along fthe street was one of

" the machines with a huge flat top. On its

top was the mangled, bloody body of Lagh,
with his oversize head twisted under him
at a gruesome angle.

A man standing beside the body saw
the sheriff in the window and shouted,
“It was stealin’ a hog out of Gleason’s
facmyard! The boys got him with a ba-
zookat”

Chark felt a great pang of grief. Lagh
was dead. And it hurt Chark because he
was responsible. If he had returned in
time, Lagh wouldn’t have been killed.

Chark stood straight and tall, hard and
strong. He started to leave.

“Hey, wait a minute,” said the sheriff.

Chark did not stop, but as he ap-
proached the door the sheriff pulled a
small object from his clothing somewhere
and pointed it at him. Chark sucked in a
deep breath and hardened his muscles at
the spot on his stomach where the sheriff
was aiming. The small object made a
loud noise and a flash.

Chark felt somhething hit him. Ft struck
with great force and even the mighty
Chark, stopping it abruptly, was pushed
back almost off-balance. The thing that
hit him, a small piece of very hot lead,
shaped like the end of a man’s thumb
according to the way Chark saw it before
it hit, flattened itself against the steel-hard
spot on his stomach and dropped to the
floor with a samall thud.

The sheriff's eyes opened ludicrously
wider. His hand, holding the weapon,
went limp.-

“Say,” said the sheriff. “What'’s going
on here?”

Chark looked at him and a little wave
of mirth—or the nearest thing to mirth
that Chark knew anything about—came
in his mind. He fixed his eyes on the
little sheriff and said, “Go.”

The sheriff turned and marched out.

At that instant Henderson seemed to
come alive. He snatched his hat and
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snapped at sts Stanley, “Tyrannosaur
Got to get a picture. Got to write a story
zbout Chark here.”

Chark remembered then he had a duty.
He went into Phillips’ mind and made
sure that the professor would approve
Miss Stanley’s application for a degree,
whatever that was. It would save Miss
Stanley trouble and it would save em-
barrassment for the professor.

Then Chark went out after the sheriff,

They didn’t get very far before a crowd
gathered around them. Chark was con-
trolling the sheriff, hoping to get away
peacefully, but he heard a nasal voice,
“That’s the feller that was in my hen-
house last night!”

Chark looked around. He felt the
threatening emotions in the white faces
turned on him. There were too many for
him to use hypnosis. He decided to run,

It would have been difficult for any man
to follow him, for he covered the first
hundred yards in something like three
seconds.

He went through town at that speed,
and then he set out in a long, fast lope that
brought him to the tree where Sala, the
pterodactyl, had been.

Sala was there. Her mind was still filled
with fright, for she had been close enough
to feel Lagh’s death-agonies. She flut-
tered clumsily to the ground, and when
Chark touched her she was trembling.

Chark soothed her, then he set out for
the mountain, , . .

T WAS early morning when at last
I he sat down to rest in the doorway of
the time-vault. He had spent some
time making the female comfortable, and
now he knew that she would get well and
it made him feel pleased. She was sleep-
ing now, for he had given her the herb-
tea. He sat there, watching the sky, his
nostrils testing every gust of wind.
He noticed the black clouds then. There
would be a storm.

Then he saw somethmg unexpected

‘Half a dozen of the moving machines were

coming toward the mountain,

The first few drops of rain came in a'
swirl of wind. The clouds rolled over the
mountain and it was dark. The lightning
began to indicate a leveling of potentials,
and thunder crashed among the rocks. A
fitting scene for an exit, thought Chark,
trying to follow the men down below.

He caught the perturbations in Sala’s.
mind and looked up. She was flying above
him in short, excited bursts. All of
Chark’s eleven senses were taut. His keen
eyes penetrated the blackness.

He knew when they broke out into the
clearing a hundred yards below. He heard
them yelling when they saw Sala, and:
heard a shot. He gave Sala a sharp com-
mand. She swooped down and into the
mouth of the vault. Reluctantly he got up
and went inside.

He closed the door and sealed it. He
set off the tiny explosion“that would
shower down rocks to hide the door. In
the utter darkness he set the opening

“mechanism. He stretched out on the moss

by the side of the female and prepared to.
sleep.

He had found medical help in 1954, but
sympathy and understanding were sketchy.
Man still retained a good deal of the sav-
age. It wasn’t the right period for Chark:
and the female to try to build a new civi~
lization.

How long, he wondered, would they
sleep this time? Would it be again for a
hundred million years? And in that time
would Man change as little as he had
since the Jurassic?

Sala was settling down in her nest.
Her great leathery wings were folded in
around her. Chark sent her a thought of.
assurance. The female was sleeping sound-
ly beside him. Chark was glad. He re-
laxed. Perhaps the next time the vault
opened, it would be to a world where
they all could live in peace.



like this department. It rates first among SUPER’s features, as you'll see

by the listings overleaf. Fortified by this knowledge, we don our Editor’s
Mask, Model U2 (half scowl, half leer, eyes bloodshot), renew the special vitriol
lead in our pencil, and plunge into a sea of nonprofessional, typed-scrawléd-or-
lettered, misspelled, rambling outpourings of opinion. For the editorial mind, 'it’s
a curious and unsettling experience—no plots, little or no sense of form, nothing but
genuine interest and willingness to help. Perhaps that’s the reason we s'perid twice
as much time over M & M as we can spare for any ‘similar task in our well plotted
pre-formed routine. We complain, of course; but confidentially, we love it."

‘ N TE DISCOVER, with a sharp sense of pleasure, that you people actually’

Editor, stswes and Mlssxles is good, perfect I agree. With its use the 3

Dear Ed,

Congratulations, et cetera ad infinitum,
Such an issue as rolled off your presses the
last time! The cover was sane, sensible
and easy to look upon. The stories were, as
the name of your magazine infers, super!

Now to Missives and Missiles. Honestly,
I used to be able to read the stories first and
then, for lack of anything better to do, read
the letter column. Too late, I find that I am
becoming a fan (horrible thought isn’t it?)
and must find out the thoughts of other fans
before I can enjoy the stories

I thought that we had Larry Shaw all
pegged out for the kill and now he turns a
complete about-face and ruins the pleasure
of giving him the final blow. I’d rather not
have my letter printed in a “Why Every-
body Loves Larry Shaw” department, but I
do wish that I could turn out such satirical,
tongue-in-cheek prose as he did in the last
issue.

It’s nice to know that I was of such tre-
mendous aid in causing him to see the light,
on paper at least! Such a guy, I'd like to
meet him sometime.

I, too, have changed my mind just a wee
bit. My humble apologies go to Larry and
Shelby Vick. As Shelby so kindly pointed
out to me in the last issue, the substitute for
space travel via rocket is the matter trans-
mitter. In writing my former letters I com-
pletely forgot about teleportation. The idea

galaxies won’t be nearly so cluttered up with
all those nasty old spaceships and rockets. -
Let us hope that no wires get crossed in the
transmitter so that our hero finds himself in
some queer land where the buxom lassie
ain’t. The lassie will be trapped in the foul
cave of some BEM (by the way, I agree
that - BEM’s ‘should go. The mean old
things) while our brave laddie is playing
tag with the unborn queen in shadow land.

Seriously, I did read a very good story
not so long ago that gave a very vivid de-
scription of a man’s feelings as he was trans-
mitted, atom by atom, to another planet. It
hurt him too, Shelby! If you think it’s
painless just let someone tear your atoms
apart and stick them back together again.
Thanks, you can have it.

Now, Larry, Shelby & Co. since we have
eliminated spaceships from the galaxy, we
can start project No. 2 to eliminate those
horrible, inhuman weapons—ray-guns, dis-
guns and atomic weapons. I'm sure they
don’t hurt half as much as a teleport.

If there is anyone near here who is in-
terested in a club, discussions, arguments
and/or the writing of science fiction I'd
like to have them contact me. I miss those
verbal arguments that I used to have before
I came out west.

Thanks for listening.

Clark E. Crouch
324 Sanford Ave.
Richland, Wash.
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Dear. Fdxtor, you nice nice BEM
Oh goody! You printed my letter. (Looks

\more like it was mimeographed, but I guess
~you printed it, all right. Although you didn’t

prmt it all right.) Well, see if you can stick

~this in somewhere next to the “Why Every-

body Loves Larry Shaw” Department.
I would say that Larry Shaw had the best
letter again, except that Chad Oliver had the
best one. (Why, you ask, do I not start on
the stories? Because, I reply—I place MIS-

SIVES AND MISSILES at the top of this

“mornth’s: judgment list.)

- Somehow I managed to read all of the
stories. (Is the reason you were about three
weeks late the fact that FN was using your

presses last issue? It looked like it.) Who is
~Neil R. Jones? The name is new to me. 1

repeat: the name is new. As a matter of
fact, so is the style: I like it, and want more
adventures of the machine men. It seems to

.be a unique handling of rather an ancient

concept ; but that sentence can apply to near-
ly every story in the issue. Suffice it to say
that. THE METAL MOON is one of the—
no, the—best story SSS has published since
the rejuvenation (before that—I wouldn’t
know) And Neil R. Jones, in my opinion,
is one of the most promlsmg authors since
Charles F. (I thinl: “F.”) (No, it’s “L.”,
isn’t it?) ; as I was saying, since Charles L.
Harness and the Raymond F. of the same
surname. I hope he does more than “prom-
ise”.

Bradbury, both in “Marionette Inc.” form
and usual form, was absent, but I didn’t miss
him after reading Bryce Walton’s WORLD
OF NO RETURN. Nothing new in the
story. . . . But the theme will never again
be written to match this try. ...

MINION OF CHAOS was something
like the same author’s THE HUNTED.
But not as good. Perhaps because the theme,
as he used it, should have resulted in but a
short story. Really though, none of the
three long stories were ‘“novels”. A story,
or so [ read, is classed as a “novelette” even
when it contains 70,000 words. What say
you to that, ed, eh? What say you? (We
say nuts—Ed.)

Then comes Smith’s effort, which seemed
rather quickly-written. That is, I wasn’t at
all satisfied with the ending. It should have
been drawn out ten or twelve pages more.
Before I knew it I was halfway through
STAR-BROTHER.

Speaking of which. . . . Mullen seems to
be turning out quite well as a stf author.
Keep him going on shorts for a while long-
er, then try him on a novelette—or, as you
prefer to call it, a “novel”.

Ere returning to M&M, a peek at ye
cover. . . GAAAAAAAA! Dear Editor:
poor Paul is resting quietly, now, so I can
finish this missive for him (or is it a mis-
sile?). We found him lying stretched out on
the floor, murmuring over and over, “Looks-
likeBergeylooks like Bergey lookslike Bergey-
lookslike—” We have given him a sedative
now, so he isn't delirious. (That mouthful

of  handkerchief may have helped, too.)
Both of us thought the September ish was
better than preceding ones, and hope the
trend continues. Neither of us have decided
whether to like or dislike SSS, but anyway,
it’s been a lot of fun deciding!
Sincerely,

Lee Gann

c/o W. Paul Ganley

119 Ward Rd.

North Tonawanda; N.Y.

P.S.: I wonder what made Paul break
down? He was mentioning something about
a cover. I wonder. . .. Wait, I'll look.

AAAAIIIITIII!

Dear Editor : Both Paul and Lee are resting
quietly.  thought I'd let you know. But, I
wonder what could have caused their break-
downs. . . . Ah, the cover! That must be it!
Let me see. . ..

Humph. Nothing there. Just a man and
girl, both in spacesuits! And—ah, that’s it.
Spacesuits! The girl—hahahahahaha—is
wearing a spacesust ; gad what are stf. mags
coming to. A spacesuit.

Ha ha ha ha he he he ho ho ho ho huh!
Gulp (kaff-kaff) (coke) (gurgle)

Goodbye,
THE PSYCHIATRIST

Dear Editor,

It seems that I am forced to maintain a
standing feud with the Editors of all the
S-F magazines being published nowadays
concerning the cover material.

I read the magazine and looked at the
cover. (Your first mistake.—Ed.) Then I
read the stories again and looked at the
cover. Nowhere in any of the stories, with
the possible exception of “World of No
Return” is there a similar scene. First of all,
if that is the cover story, neither of the two
main characters wore air bubbles. Secondly,

OPINION TALLY
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stories. If I.remember correctly, and it is
quite possible that I don’t, the first one ap-
peared in the original Amazing Stories back
n the Iate 1920's. I enjoyed that one and

and I'm hoping there are more.
I’m i axd that I'm going to insult you
have been reading S-F for 25

?-

top of the title page. Your magazine is good,
but it is not the best. You have quite far to
go before you catch up with one of your
competitors, and I think the reason is atmo-
sphere, primarily. (If you're talking about
the one that’s published in Jersey, the atmo-
sphere over there is terrible.—Ed.)

To my this competitor of yours is
the only magazine which is unafrald to admit
that sociological development is as good a
science-fiction device as a new version of
atomic energy.

I do not think the primary purpose of S-F
is the development of an invention which
startles this world or some other. I like this
type of story because I can’t help liking any
science-fiction at all. I like best, however,
those stories which take a new invention,
wnthout developing it, and then show just

happens to a socxety when that inven-
tm is dropped ‘into its lap.

Thank you for bearing with me this far. I
have written a lot and have quite possibly
said little, but I enjoyed it.

Sincerely,
Larry Rothstein
308 W. Clinton St.
Elmira, N.Y.
S. Please remember me to “Preacher”
Poh!, and thank him for his pertinent book
reviews.

Dear Editor: :

In the ten years in which I have been
reading all the SF magazines in the field, I
have yet to see a letter from a Georgia fan
(we 'uns down here can, too, write) in any
of the readers’ departments. What a re-
voltin’ situation this is. I have sat idly by
for too long; the honor of fair Georgia is
at stake. I see that the usual procedure in
these letters is to assign -a rating to the
stories so rather than run the risk of having
one of your readers accuse us of being
“backwards” down here, I'll string along.

1. “The Science Fictioneer”—a very
necessary part of any SF publication.

2. “Missives and Missles”—I don’t know
whether it is just your selections or the
general intelligence of your fans, but the
letters printed in your readers’ department
aren’t mere gibberish like those of some of
your competitors. The best letter, naturally,
was Shaw’s (Larry, that is), Bill Searles
and Ed Cox nothwithstanding. I think
they’re just jealous, anyway.

3. “Minion of Chaos”—excellent! About
the only story in this issue worth throwing
away 25c on. MacDonald is fast becommg
one of my favorite authors.

4. “The Meﬂl Ml;on ”"—Not bad; the
old boy was optimistic, thOﬂg’h.
Hemusthavermhmdthat (a 2 there was a
possibility that his theory of “organic non-
decay” in space was wrong; (b) the odds
against his insignificant “casket” ever being
found in the vastness of space are fantastic;
and (c) even:.fheshouidbefomdthere:s
no basis for supposing that whatever (“who-
ever” seems inappropriate somehow) did
find him could bring him back to life.
(What a complicated sentence! It didn't
sound that way before I wrote it down.)

5. “Minus Danger”—Good story, but
Smith’s explanation of the black megasphere
confused me. (a) Since it obviously wasn't
affected by gravity, what was its motive
power ?—it not only moved but changed
direction. (b) Smith says that the sphere
would grow larger in a rarefied medium
and smaller in dense matter. Well, why
didn’t it just get smaller and smaller during
its first “die-true” course through the earth
when it was small to begin with? (¢) Since
it wouldn’t be attracted by the sun, it would
be quite a feat of mental gymnastics to plot
a course for the thing and (d) if the sphere
ate a neat hole through a mountain, why
didn’t it eat off the nose of the rocket ship
(or the conical framework as per the illus-
tration) which was supposed to push it into
the sun?

6. “The Miniature”—The climax was
much better than the story to which it was
rather loosely attached.

7. “World of No Return”"—Wonderful
idea for a story but very poorly written.
If the “robots” had ki!led every Earthman
who came their way, and especially since
they used some of them for guinea pigs,
surely the word must have gotben around
that those weird critters, the Earthmen,
were mere flesh and blood. Bryce Walton
is a newcomer; (to me, anyway) ; he can't
afford to mak:e such mistakes. (See Sept.
SSS, p. 65, par. 5-9—FEd.)

8. “Star-Brother”—There were no ob-
vious fallacies but the story left me cold—
one of the least original I have read in many
a year. Mullen is slipping.

9. “Bride of Eternity”—Such pathos!
Such sentiment! Such CORN!

10. Why in the name of Belial don’t you
use someone besides Lawrence for your
covers? I could not (Gad! this letter is be-
coming interminable) find the story which it
was supposed to have illustrated and the
painting was anyway. Spacewomen
in long red flannels and bathing caps yet!
Lawrence should go back to FN and FFM.

11. “Fandom’s Corner”—The only reason
this came last is because I am too far away
to take any active part in any of the fanzines
listed. Since all the SF magazines dis-
appear as soon as they hit the stands, I
must conclude that either some fiend is buy-
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ng a!todstmythem,orthereare
some -

2 fan club, even a pen club if necessary.
Don't take all these criticisms too hard,
though, Dear Editor. (Is your name un-
printable? I couldn’t find it anywhere). I
guess this is just one of your off months, as
most of the issues have been very satis-

Thank y’all}
James K. Thomas III
206 McFarland Ave.
Rossville, Ga.

Curiesa Dept.:

Dear Ed:
- I have a complaint to make! To explain:
I am an amateur chemist. I read “The
Brain Beast”. Just for fun, I attempted
Mr, Andrew Crosse’s amazing little experi-
ment. You know what?—It didw't work.
Result:
One ruptured retort—pyrex glass tool
Acari—Bah!
Yours for a better SSS,
F. V. Sealzi
224 Greenwich St
Reading, Pa.

Dear Sir:

I performed the experiment, described in
the enclosed paper, several times before
several witnesses, we seemed to get the re-
sults outlined in my notes.

ould you please check and let me know
if my results are correct?
“Thank you.
Mr, Ed Stafford
106 W. Green St.
Bensenville, T,

September 6, 1949

NOTES

It is aceepted that matier is composed of
atoms, These atoms are built up of nuclel
with electrons revolving around them.

Some elements are affected by magnetism
others are not. Some are affected to a
greater degree than others.

Magnetism is believed to be an effect
caused by the revolving electrons in ma-
terials that show magnetism. The elements
that are net magnetic also have electrons
revolving about their nuclia. WHY—is
there no field of magnetism created by these
elemenis?

1. POSTULATE

A logical reason some elements are mag-
netic and others are not, is, in those elements
that are magnetic have their electrons re-
volving, all in one plane while those elements
that are not magnetic have their electrons
revolving in many different planes.

In order to produce magnetism with elec-
tricity ‘we arrange a conductor in a loop
and pass a current through it. The elec-

~ trons passmg threugh the loop of the con-
_ductor travel in a circular path in one plane

similar to the path taken by the electrons
in an atom of magnetic material.

Now if the loops of wire were arranged
not in one plane but in many different planes
a magnet would not be produced but a
artificial field revolving in many different -
planes) A Gravity field

In order to test this belief I performed an
experiment,

Taking 150 ft. of beil wire I wrapped it
in loops so that every loop would interfere
with the field of the loop before it. I con-
nected the ends to 2 6 volt and 2 1-3/10
volt batteries in series. When the current
had been applied about 134 minutes a scale
which the ball of wire was resting on showed
a downward variation of about 1/200 of a
gram, indicating a field of some type had
been produced. Heating of the circuit
caused a drop in amperes. After allowing
the coils to cool I tried again getting the
same effect. The coils seemed to have no
effect on a small compass held close to them,
There was no apparent change in the scale
reading when I held a 3-Ib. piece of mild
steel above or below the coils.

I did this experiment 5 times with approx.
the same results each time.

Dear Editor,

It is now 12:15 in the morning. I have
sat up for the past two hours reading your
magazine at a time when any decent hu-
man would be in bed asleep. So now what
do I do? I write a letter. Brilliant!

For September, seven stories, three of
them novels; that’s a lot of science fiction.
In this stellar array “Minns Danger” won
first place. It reminds me of a story I
read somewhere long ago, only negative
space is a new twist. “The Metal Moon”
took second. Not too original I suppose
but a good story. Why can’t mechanical men
have names? Numbers are so darn hard
to memorize or recognize. Third is “Min-
ion of Chaos”. Pretty good. The novels
came in 1-2-3, and Mr. MacDonald maneu-
vered this one into an unexpected ending
which was sharp. “Bride of Eternity”
promised well but that’s about all. Sort of
left one flat. Takes fourth. Number five
is “Star Brother”. Pretty fair, but I won-
der why Mullen likes dying men? His last
job was very good and this is fair, but as
a steady diet it would become a little sick-
ening. Six, “World of Ne Return”, poor.
My serews may be a little loose, but my
head doesn’t detach. “The Miniature” num-~
ber seven. No more need be said.

The cover is great. Quite an improve-
ment over Ju y.

I see Larry _Shaw has made up. My
congratulations to the Sickles Street Liter-
ary Society,

. Good morning,

Keran O’Brien

186-29 Avon Rd.

Jamaica 3, L. I, N. Y.



'MISSIVES AND MISSILES GET

INTO DI ESEL'AUTO
MECHANICS .. s

We had high hopes, ‘bu‘t there is no
Everybody Loves Larry Shaw Dept.

Read these and weep.

Dear Ed:

We're back. (Ain’t we devils.) Just man-
aged to get your mag. ™I hope I'm not too
late. First thing I did was look at Missives
and Missiles. , Oh shock when I recovered
the first thing I said was wha hoppen. I
don’t know what Scalzi or Crouch think but
in a way I’m sceptical with a capital “S”.
Oh, its all very nice for Shaw to say he has
seen the light but I wonder if he means it
or is just trying to get us off our guard.
Okay Larry if you mean what you say all’s
forgiven, if not start something . . . Who
on earth is Shelby Vicks. Shaw gets cured
(I think). and up pops another nut. Oh well
that’s that. The ish was fair with plenty of
room for improvement. The cover is im-
proving tho ish by ish. I’ll be seeing ya.
Special* If Helenda Schwimmer sees this
letter will she please get in touch with me.

' Thanks.
Sid Herman & Co. (21)
1 Sickles St.,
New York 34, N. Y.

Dear Editor,

Well, this issue of SUPER SCIENCE
is even better than those preceding it. The
cover was the best yet, principally because
it was better printed. Finaly’s inside illos
were superb, as usual,

Another letter by Larry Shaw' Oh no!
It seems to me that the air of ab]ect
apology and self-deprecation evident in
this letter (if it’s sincere) is even more
nauseating than his complaints. And where
does he get off criticizing Al Wickham?
Reviewing the latter’s letter, I find nothing
in it any worse than the things Shaw
himself has said. Hey, Larry, go back to
your complaints. | As an apologetic penitent,
you are a miserable failure.

What I would like to see in future issues:
stories by Asimov, Simak, Brackett, Har-
ness, Heinlein, Hubbard (and Lafayette),
Kuttner and Bradbury; art work by Bok,
Finlay, and Paul, especially covers by the
latter two.

Well, in closing, I will congratulate you
on having finally become bi-monthly in-
stead of quarterly. Keep up the good work.

Sincerely—
Robert E. Briney
561 W. Western Ave.
Muskegon, Mich.

Dear Editor:
I’ve decided that the quarter I grudging-
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‘mediately laid down to recuperate. Heavens,
‘man, where did you dig that grisly relic
iup at? It read more like a horror story
‘than an stf. tale. Please let us have no
‘more of this stuff.
~ - As far as my opinion goes, the rest of
the mag was tops. Especially Minus Danger!
That story had me reading so fast to reach
the climax, I had to start over to find out
what happened.
Keep up the good work.

Howard Blind

503 Ray Ave. N. W.

New Philadelphia, Ohio.

Stop Press Dept. :

‘Dear Editor:

Allow me to introduce myself,

i That is a strange thing to say, for two
reasons. The first reason is my name,
which is Larry Shaw. While readers of your
letter section are only too familiar with
that name, they are not familiar with me
(with the exception of such rare old-timers
as that gentleman and scholar, Chad Oliver).

_Although I did not write the letters from
“Larry Shaw” which have heretofore ap-
peared in—perhaps I should say violated—
your otherwise highly readable and re-
‘warding columns, I now take it upon my-
self to apologize for them. Actually, the
fact that they have appeared could be
considered my fault, though only indirectly,
and I do feel a certain amount of guilt.

That brings me to the second, and mere
important, reason for my introduction be-
ing strange. Here I must become even
more paradoxical. You see, I, and I alone,
am in possession of facts which I believe
must be brought to the attention of your
readers; contrariwise, the knowledge of
these facts may place your readers (for
whom ] feel nothing but brotherhood, and
wish nothing but happiness and security) in
even graver danger than that which now
threatens them. . .

So far, I have probably succeeded only
in being confusing. Believe me, if there
were an easier way to make things clear,
I would do so. Now, however, having bro-
ken the ice, I will state the facts in their
broadest possible terms. If I receive any

kind of a favorable reaction at all, I will go _

into greater detail in future letters. -

Here it is: For the past two years, I
have been devoting all of my time, energy,
and cash to an investigation of a move-
ment in science-fiction which I shall refer
to as the Blank Mystery. I have dis-
covered many elements of truth in it. Which
elements are true, and which are purely in-
ventions of an evil genius, cannot be gone
into here. Actually, the distinction is un-
important, since even when the true facts
have been presented, the purpose behind
the presentation has been an alien and
vicious one.

The main thing is, there is a hidden race

which controls humani behevc, and I
have plenty of evidence to back this up, that
Blank himself is a member of that race.
He and his fellows intend to conquer the
world completely; they rule a large portion
of it now. But they have one weakness :
they cannot work in. secrecy. In order to
affect any individual or group, they must
first project an image of themselves upon
the consciousness of that individual or
group. That is the reason for the Blank
stories. ‘Though they  show 'a completely
distorted picture of the true situation, these
stories have achieved their original pur-
pose of establishing a beachhead for the
conqguest of fantasy fandom.

The foregeing paragraph contains the
essence of the problem which I have been
trying to solve. It presents fandom with a
slightly clearer idea of the menace which
looms on their horizon, the doom which all
humanity is facing. Those of you who do
not yet believe, think a while upon the
letters which have already appeared over
my name. That “Larry Shaw” is a member
of the enemy race too. Superficially, his pur-
pose has been to create dlssensxon in the
ranks of fandom, thus causing that other-
wise dangerously advanced and intellectual

_group to be a much weaker and more

vulnerable target. But to go deeper, to a
point which no investigator but myself has
reached, is to find the real purpose: he
simply wanted to impinge upon your con-
sciousness, to infiltrate his essential evil
into your thought processes, to make living
zombies out of each and every one of you.
You can see, then, that by making you
more aware of him, I may simply be al-
lowing him to gain an even stronger foot-
hold. On the other hand, only if you know
the truth can you fight back.

This is a call to battle!

I have just purchased the five new issues
of Super Science Stories published since its
revival. It should not be difficult to under-
stand my need of clearing my mind of all
thoughts of the enemy race for at least

_ a brief period, before I plunged back into

the fight. I was astonished to see the
letters written by “Larry Shaw” in print, but
I had no trouble divining-their source, as
I have outlined it so sketchily above.

I, Larry Shaw, am perfectly satisfied
with Super Science Stories just as #t is. I
love and respect its every fan and reader.
I have no complaints on these scores, nor
do I have any time for quibbling about
such trivial subjects. The fate of the en-
tire universe is at stake! I stand before
united fandom now, humbly and alone,
asking only that they make every effort
their consciences will allow to believe me.

It’s they or us! And remember, you can
never tell who is one and who is not. Ex-
cept, of course, by asking me. I know!

Hopefully,
Larry Shaw
1301 State St.
Schenectady 4, N. ‘Y.



FANDOM’S CORNER

(Continued from page 6)

were auctioned off to the eager fans. A
Lawrence cover from the October 1946
Famous Fantastic Mysteries was bought
by Don Ford for twenty-seven dollars.
A Bok black and white sold for sixteen
dollars. Most interior drawings went for
around three dollars each. All told, the
auction took in $980.15; the convention
as a whole took in $1,307.15, of which
$863.18 was profit. Three hundred dol-
lars of this was put aside to set up Fan-
dom’s own “Marshall Plan”. The money
will go into stf. books and magazines for
Great Britain and Awustralia, where be-
cause of the current dollar shortage, the
fans cannot buy U.S. imports. One hun-
dred fifty dollars was sent to the sponsors
of the next convention (in Portland,
Oregon) to get them started on the 1950
convention. Fifty dollars went ta the
National Fantasy Fan Federation, to help
them carry on the good work as fandom’s
No. 1 national organization. The rest
went to the Cincinnati fan group, who
sponsored the “Cinvention”. They will use
it to buy a mimeograph machine and other
items for the club.

Three ballots were needed to pick the
1950 convention site. On the second bal-
lot, New York and Portland tied with
sixty votes each. On the third ballot Port-
land was chosen with sixty-seven votes,
leaving New York a close second with
sixty-three. New Orleans and Washing-
ton, D. C,, were eliminated in the first
ballot.

Our thanks to the Cincinnati Fan
Group for a fine convention. For informa-
tion on the 1950 Portland Convention,
write to Don Day, 3435 N. E. 38th Ave.,
Portland 13, Oregon.

FAN MAG REVIEWS:

The Fanscient, Fall 1949, published
quarterly by the Portland Science Fantasy
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Soclety, 3435 N. E. 38th Ave,, Portland

13, Oreg. 25¢. The boys outdid themselves
in this Second Anniversary Issue of their
vest-pocket photo-offset fan mag. Some
are in two colors; the first time this has
been done in photo-offset since 1942.
We can’t pick the best item in this issue,
it’s all too good. Don’t miss it.

Science, Fantasy and Science Fiction,
July 1949, published quarterly by Frank-
lin M. Dietz, Jr.,, Box 696, Kings Park,
L. I, N. Y. 20¢. This 12-page mag,
formerly photo-offset, is now printed. The
two-color cover is excellent. We like the
“Conclave Report.” You'll like this one.

Canadian Fandom, No. 16, July 1949,
published occasionally by Ned McKeown,
1398 Mt. Pleasant Rd., Toronto 12, On-
tario, Canada, 10¢. One of the better
mimeographed magazines, with an ex-
cellent photo-offset cover by Cliff Mae-
Fayden. We like the “By Jove!” column
of comments on the pro mags, and the
excellent feature “Classics of Science-
Fantasy Fiction” by Bill Grant.

Spacewarp, Oct. 1949, published month-
ly by Arthur H. Rapp, 2120 Bay St,
Saginaw, Mich. Mimeographing has im-
proved 1900%, contents still high and on
the lighter side of fandon. 15¢. The read-
ers’ column, “Quien Sabe?” was un-
usually interesting this month. Radell
Nelson did an excellent job, via mimeo
and hecto, on the cover of this isstie. For
a fan mag that comes out on time and 1s
interesting to all, get this one.

Alien Culture, No. 3, published irregu-
larly by Jim Leary, 4718 Forest Hills Rd.,
Rockford, I, 154. Twenty-six well
mimeographed pages, with a photo-offset
cover by Berry; the cover is the same
one used on the first two issues. Contents
above average, with a good fiction piece
by David H. Keller, a bibliography of C.
A. Smith by Eldred Smith and an excel-
lent illustration by John Grossman,



THE FEAR PLANET

(Continued from page 59)
even then it did not stop. It went on,
sliding, twisting, turning. . . .
It went out of sight. But it would fall
fifteen hundred to .two thousand feet be-
fore it hit.

TEVE went
Brady.

“You saw what ‘happened, ” he
said tiredly. “Maybe I was stupid. But
I dido’t know what else to do. If we
could have communicated with him, we
could have made friends....”

“No use,” said Brady. His forehead
was creased. “But that weed business. . . .
You think those red plants are goin’ to
take over, like you said?”

Steve *went to the burro-pack and
looked at the glass’ jar.

“No,” he said drily. After all—mot a
chance. These buds haven’t developed and
now they won'’t, because these plants work
fast. It went so far'and no farther. The
limit of a plant’s normal northward range
and the time of year it blooms are deter-
mined by the amount of sunshine it needs
each day before it can form a flower and
seeds afterward. Spring plants don’t need

desolately back to

much. Midsummer plants need more. The .

critical factor is ultraviolet. We've got
a thick atmosphere, here on Earth. Not
much ultraviolet gets through, by com-
parison with what arrives from the sun.
But this plant developed where the air
was so thin that the ultraviolet was ten or
twenty times stronger than on Earth. So
this plant will never bloom or make seed
on Earth unless we put it under a battery
of ultraviolet lights. Which we will.”

Then Steve said in rueful satisfaction,
“And will they be swell arid-area plants!
We may have to tinker with them with
X-rays to get them to mutate, and we may
have to propagate favorable varieties by
slips. But with a plant that’ll grow where
these do, we’ll wind up with cattle-food
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and maybe an 1ndustr1a1 raw material and
—and—"
Brady said, “We’d oughta try to find

‘that fella’s body.”

“Naturally,” said Steve. “I wish we
could have made friends. . . .”

But there simply hadn’t been any way
to do it. On the way down to the foot
of the mountain-buttress, Steve found
himself thinking miore ‘and more regret-
fully about that failure, There were other
matters to be attended to, of course. The
wreckage had to be retrieved and inves-
tigated. That should be a government
job. There m1ght be some very useful
stuff.

(There was. It’s not yet publicly ad-
mitted; but four new plastics, a prime-
mover principle, and something that looks
like the germ of a space-drive are still
top secret products of the investigation.
Even the dry-area plants—there are four
varieties, so far, with possibilities that look
too good to be true—are not yet released.
And of course the proof that intelligent
life exists on other planets and that space-
travel is attainable can’t be officially ac-
knowledged because it would create panic
if revealed before we have adequate space-
ships of our own.)

But that morning, and that day on the
way out to the wreckage in Seco Valley,
and the following two days on the way
to San Felice to pass on what he’d found
to the proper quarters—during that time,
Steve didn’t think of the affair -in tech-
nological terms. He was haunted by the
end of his and Brady’s hunt for the body
of the creature who had plunged to his
death rather than be captured. It was
tragic that all their efforts were in vain.
They found where the body fell, but they
couldn’t climb a vertical, seamless cliff to
reach the shelf on which the poor devil of
a Martian had fallen—alone of his kind on
an alien planet—and to which the buz-
zards were already hurrying.
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(Continued from page 95)
pointing some kind of a dinkus at the boss
and telling him what to do. And believe
me, the boss is doing it. Luede is sweat-
ing blood. Move along, you two.”

“Wait a minute . . . a stowaway?” Bar-
nett said. ‘“What kind of damned foolish-
ness is this? How would a stowaway get
into a spaceship? The airlock is the only
entrance.”

Barnett pushed past the dazed Fell and
moved forward to the main cabin. He
thrust open the door.

Luederson, his face as gray as death,
wag sitting at his desk staring with sick
fascination at a Martian who stood in the
middle of the cabin. The Martian held an
odd object of crystal and glass pointed
at the human. A weapon of some kind;
or so Luederson seemed to think.

The Martian was Elso. Not Gelkid,
as Barnett had thought it would be, nor
any of the others. Elso!

Elso smiled at them. “You are free?
Then we will leave together.” His gaze
concentrated on Luederson. No words
were spoken but there seemed to be com-
munication, for the human flinched and
nodded hastily. “Yes. Yes, yes. I will
order the blast-off immediately. No, we
will not return.” On this last point,
Luederson seemed most positive. Watch-
ing, the dazed Barnett got the impression
that no force in the universe was strong
enough to drag Luederson back to Mars.

Elso moved through the door. Barneit
and Schultz followed. They dropped light-
ly to the sand, moved quickly away. Be-
hind them the hifting jets began to roar.

Like a lumbering meteor the ship slid
into the silent sky. In the distance, it
became a moving star, then was gone.

“You will stay here, now that the evil
ones are gone?” Elso spoke gently.

“Of course,” Barnett answered. “That
is what 1 really want.”

“The invention you made, the drive you
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invented ?”” the Martian continued. “Is it
not important?”

“Very important, to others. But not to
me, any longer. I've seen something else
that is more important than the drive.
I'm going to publish the full description
of the drive, make it free to anyone who
wants to use it. That way Luederson will

never be able to use it to build up a space

monopoly.” Barnett was not really think-
ing about the drive. There was something
else on his mind. “Elso—"

“Yes, my friend.”

“How did you get into that ship?”

Elso laughed gently.. “That puzzles
you? I think it puzzled the evil one too.”

“But how did you do it?”

The laugh was very gentle. “At an-
other time I will explain it to you. Now
we are both very tired.”

“Of course. I had forgotten.” Bar-
nett was contrite. Elso was old. Such
efforts as finding ways into a spaceship
and dodging bullets while there must be
tiring to the aged.

They stood at the edge of the zone of
silence. The day was ending and a cool
breeze was pushing across the desert.

“Good-by, my friend,” Elso spoke soft-
ly. “In some other time we will talk
again.” Making the sign of parting, he
moved into the zone of silence and out
of sight, the two men watching.

“Johnny, who was that?”

“That was Elso.” With the pressure of
so much on his mind, he had forgotten
that Schultz did not know Elso. He tried
to tell Schultz who Elso was.

Schultz shook his head. “Johnny—
whoever he was, when he walked with us
—he didn’t make tracks in the sand.”

“What ?”

“Look for yourself—"

Barnett followed the line of Schultz’s
pointing finger. Behind them, firm and
unarguable in the sand, were two sets of
footprints.
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Two sets of footpnnts ‘where three had
walked.

Ahead of them where they had seen
Elso walk away there were no foot-marks.

A wind as cold as outer space itself
seemed to blow over John Barnett. Elso?
He had been trying to remember; and
each time his mind had pushed away the
fact that this morning he had seen Elso
walled up within a cubicle carved in the
basaltic stone of the Pillar of Znakevog.
Yet now, in the day’s dusk, Elso walked
trackless across the sand.

“Osmer!” Barnett grabbed Schultz’s
arm. “If he walked without leaving tracks,
then he could get into the ship—”

He fell silent. Was this a miracle? So
it seemed. What they had seen here was
certainly not Elso but was something else.
What? Barnett did not know. One mys-
tery solved opened up a dozen new mys-
teries beyond it. . . . Barnett took a firm
grip on a mind that was threatening to
run away from him. He was trying to
remember something. Ah, yes. There
were no miracles. There were only as yet
unknown laws in operation which the un-
trained mind called miracles. As yef un-

- known? Then someday they would be

known. Nature would always answer
when the right questions were asked.

“Osmer, I was thinking that this place,
this Pillar of Znakevog, that there is no
_other place like it in the universe, that
thmgs may be done here, experiments per-
formed, questions asked, that are impos-
sible anywhere else.” He paused, breath-
less with the vision that was rising be-
fore him.

“We'll tackle the problem this way,”
Barnett said. Already he was making
plans, thinking how to ask the questions
and how to set up the experiments to get
the right answers.

In some other time, we will talk again,
Elso had said. In John Barnett hope was
rising like a shooting star.
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